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Most Popular Authors
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upon for their excellence . They are bright and sparkling ; not
over-burd ened with lengthy descriptio ns, but brimful of adventure from the first page to the last-in fact they are just the
kind of yarns that appeal strongly to the healthy boy who is
fond of thrilling exploits and deeds of heroism. Among the
authors whose names are included in tlae Boys' Own Library
are Horatio Alger, Jr., Edward S. Ellis, James Otis, Capt. Ralph
Bonehill, Burt L. Standish, Gilbert Patten and Frank H. ConTerse.
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by the publisher,
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One of the best stories ever written on hunting , trapping and
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GEOR GE MANV ILLE FENN .
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young American should read. His stories are full of very interesting
mformatio n about the navy, training ships, etc.
Cruise of the Training Ship
Bound for Anne.polis
Port to Port
From
Clif, the Ne.val Cadet
Strange Cruise, A

WILLI AM MURR AY GRAYD ON.
An author of world-wide popularity . Mr. Graydon is essentially a
friend of young people, and we offer herewith ten of his best works,
wherein he relates a great diversity of interesting adventures in various
parts of the world, combined with a<',curate historical data.
In Barracks and Wigwam
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Campaign
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King of Africa, The
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s
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to
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From
LIEUT . FREDE RICK GARRI SON, U.S. A.
Every American boy takes a keen interest in the affairs of West
Point. No more capable writer on this popular subject could be found
than Lieut. Garrison, who vividly describes the life, adventures and
unique incidents that have occurred in that great institutio n-in these
famous West Point stories.
On Gue.rd
Off for West Point
West Point Tree.sure, The
Cadet's Honor, A
West Point Rive.ls, The
HEADO N HILL.
The hunt for ~old has always been a popular subject for consideration, and Mr. Hill has added a splendid story on the subject in this
romance of the Klondyke.
Spectre Gold
HENRY HARR ISON LEWIS .
Mr. Lewis is a graduate of the Naval Academy at Annapolis , and
has written a great many books for boys. Among his best works are
the following titles-the subjects include a vast series of adventures
in all parts of the world. The historical data is correct, and they
should be read by all boys, for the excellent informatio n they contain.
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LIEUT. LIONEL LOUNSBERRY.
A series of books embracing many adventures under our famous
naval commanders, and with our army during the War of 1812 and
the Civil War. Founded on sound history, these books are written
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a fondness for study~specially of what has been accomplished by
our army and navy.
Randy, the Pilot
Cadet Kit Carey
Captain Carey
Tom Truxton's School Days
Tom Truxton's Ocean Trip
'Kit Carey's Protege
Treasure of the Golden Crater
Lieut. Carey's Luck
Won at West Point
Out With Commodore Decatur

BROOKS McCORMICK.
Four splendid books of adventure on sea and land, by this wellknown writer for boys.
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Giant Islanders, The
Rival Battalions
How He Won

WALTER MORRIS.
This charming story contains thirty-two chapters of just the sort of
·
school life that charms the boy readers.
Bob Porter at Lakeview Academy

STANLEY NORRIS.
Mr. Norris is without a rival as a writer of "Circus Stories'' for
boys. These four books are full of thrilling adventures, but good,
wholsome reading for young Americans.
Young Showman's Pluck, The
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Young Showman's Triumph
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LIEUT. JAMES K. ORTON.
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GILBERT PATTEN.
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Yankee boy overcame many obstacles in school and out. Thoroughly
interesting from start to finish.
Gay Dashleigh's Academy Days

DAVID McKAY, Publisher, Philadelphia.
(vi)
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Little Snap, the Post Boy
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Cast Away in the Jungle
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MATTHEW WHITE, JR.
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Adventures of a Young Athlete
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My Mysterious Fortune
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ARTHUR M. WINFIELD.
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GAYLE WINTERTON.
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Young American Actor, including the solution of a very puzzling
mystery.
Young Actor, The

ERNEST A. YOUNG.
This book is not a treatise on sports, as the title would indicate, but
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WON AT WEST POINT.
CHAPTER I.
THE COMMENCEMENT OF HOSTILI'.l'U:S.

"The examination takes place at ten o'clock this morn•
ing, mother."
"Which examination, my son?"
"The one for West Point."
"Why, Harold Hughes! I thought you had given that
up. Are you really determined to appear before the
board? Don't you think you are wasting time trying to
secure the appointment, when Captain Orth's son is a
candidate?"
The lad addressed-a handsome, manly youth of seventeen years-arose from his seat, and walked slowly up
and down the little room for a while before replying.
Then, stopping in front of his mother, he said, with flashing eyes:
"Ralph Orth hasn't any more right to the appointment
than I, even if his father is a captain in the army and
instructor in tactics at West Point. Old Mr. Hanna, the
Congressman, said that it would be given to the boy receiving the highest percentage in the examination to be
held this morning by the schoolmaster and two others,
and that no favor would be shown."
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"That is true, Harold, but the Orths are very influential in Riverside, and I don't think those on the board
will forget it."
"I am going to try for the appointment, notwithstanding that fact, mother. If I succeed it will mean an honorable profession and an income after graduation that
will place you beyond want. As for the Orths being influential here, we were equally so before father died, and
would be yet if we had our just dues."
Mrs. Hughes sighed, and glanced thoughtfully at her
son.
"I can't help believing that you are right, Harold.
There is some terrible mystery connected with the loss
of our property, but it seems to be impossible to find out
anything about it."
"That is another reason why I should like to secure
a cadetship, mother. I know we have been cheated out
of our money, and I also have an idea by whom, but it
is impossible to go to law without funds, especially against
such cunning scoundrels as the--"
"Hush, Harold!" interrupted Mrs. Hughes, placing a
finger on her lips and looking toward the door.
Footsteps sounded on the gravel walk outside, and then
some one halted in front of the portal, and knocked.
Composing herself, the Widow Hughes said, calmly:
"Come in!"
The front door immediately opened, giving entrance to
a lad of about Harold's age.
Although well-built, yet he did not have the splendid
physique of the latter, and, moreover, his face was that
of a youth petulant and spoiled by indulgent parents.
Taking it all in all, the new-comer was not one apt to
make friends among fair-minded people, nor to even retain the regard of his whilom associates.
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On stepping into the little room, he favored the occupants with a supercilious nod, and, walking toward Mrs.
Hughes, handed her a letter with the remark:
"Uncle sent me around with this. He says it is the
last time he will notify you."
Taking the missive, she slowly opened it, a troubled
look coming into her face.
While she was reading it, the bearer turned to Harold.
"I say, Hughes, I am toli you have an idea of appearing before the board this morning."
The lad addressed flushed slightly at the insolent tone,
but he kept his temper, and quietly replied:
"You have been correctly informed, Ralph Orth; I do
intend to try for the appointment."
"Well, if you take a friend's advice, you'll save your
time. You won't stand a ghost of a show."
"Why? Because you are one of the competitors, I
suppose?"
Nettled at Harold's sarcastic remark, Ralph replied,
loudly:
"Yes, that's the reason, if you want to know. I have
been boning up for this for some time under the best
t eachers, and, anyway, old J ones wouldn't dare to bilge
me."
Springing to his feet, Hughes asked, hotly:
"Do I understand you to mean that the schoolmaster
will pass you, anyway, even if you fail?"
Ralph Orth suddenly appeared uneasy. Forcing a
smile, he replied :
"N-no, not that. I don't mean that he would be guilty
of favoritism, but he's a friend of father, and--"
Harold interrupted him by laughing grimly.
"Oh, don't explain any further, Orth!" he said, con-

8

The Commencement of Hostilities.

temptuously. "I know what you mean, and I am glad to
say that I will enter the field without such doubtful aid."
At the insinuation, Ralph flushed to the temples. Giving Hughes a vindictive glance, he started toward the
door, at the same time saying, harshly:
"Pah ! Who cares for the opinion of a pauper? Much
good your attempt will do you. It will make you the•
laughing stock among the--"
Before he could complete his sentence, Harold was at
his side.
Throwing open the door, he pointed to it and exclaimed
sternly:
"Get out of this house, you coward ! If it was not for
my mother's presence I would make you retract that insult. Leave this room at once, I say!"
Previous experience had taught Ralph that Harold was
not to be trifled with, so he sullenly passed out into the
front yard and hurried away.
"Oh, Harold, I am sorry you have aroused his enmity!"
cried Mrs. Hughes, after young Orth had gone.
"I would not allow him to call us paupers, mother," replied the lad, his brow still clouded. "He insulted me once
before, and I warned him then to never do it again. What
is in the letter he brought you?"
"It is a legal notice from his uncle, Robert Orth, saying
that if we do not satisfy the judgment note by the twentieth he will foreclose."
"That means the final loss of everything except this
cottage."
"Yes, my son. Out of all the property your father
owned, we will only have this little home."
"Well, we can do nothing now, but when I secure money
enough to engage lawyers, we wiII probe that note business
to the bottom," replied Harold, firmly. "Now, mother,
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it is almost time for the examination. I am going to try
it, even if the schoolmaster is in favor of Ralph Orth."
"Well, good luck to you, Harold,'' said Mrs. Hughes,
affectionately.
After brushing his hair and tidying his clothes, the lad
, left the house and hastened toward the village schoolhouse.
While he is on his way to the momentous examination,
it will be well to acquaint the reader with the events leading up to the opening of this story.
In the Western hamlet of Riverside had lived for many
years the two families of Orth and Hughes. Harold's
father, prior to his death, had been engaged in business
with Robert Orth, and the firm prospered. Robert's
brother, the father of Ralph, was a captain in the army,
and stationed at West Point as instructor of tactics.
When Ralph became old enough, Robert formed the
idea of entering him in the military academy as a cadet.
Although able to exercise sufficient influence to have him
appointed by the President as an "at large" candidate, he
wished the lad to win a cadetship at a competitive examination.
In due course the Congressman from that district announced that a vacancy would occur within the following
year, and Ralph, according to instructions from his father,
studied hard before the board met.
Six months previous to that event Mr. Hughes lost
his life in an accident, leaving his family, as every one
supposed, in comfortable circumstances. To the surprise
and consternation of the widow and orphan, however,
Robert Orth suddenly presented a claim against the estate
for sixty thousand dollars, which he stated was due him
for money advanced, and other debts.
As a witness, he called in his brother, the captain, who
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happened to be home on a furlough, and also presented his
books as proof. Not being able to secure the proper legal
talent, the widow was compelled to let it go.
For several years Harold had longed to become an officer in the United States Army. His father had promised
to pay his expenses, but when the sad catastrophe occurred, the lad gave up the idea for a while.
The approaching date of the local examination revived
old hopes, and he secured his mother's consent to appear
before the board. The funds necessary for the purchase
of uniforms and other expenses in case of success was
provided for out of their little store, saved from the wreck
of the previous fortune.
Thus matters stood at the commencement of this true
history.

CHAPT ER II.
THE

ACCID ENT.

On reachin g the modest brick building known as the
Riversid e school-house, Harold found a group of boys
gathere d before the door, among whom he easily distinguished Ralph Orth.
It was evident the party had been talking about him,
as all eyes were turned in his directio n as he approached.
Ralph's position as the nephew of the richest man in
the village caused a certain class to gather around him
ready to laugh at his weak attempt s at wit, or to follow
his lead in even doubtfu l enterpri ses.
Those now with him were of that description of toadies.
Anticip ating trouble, Hughes passed them with head
erect, and took his stand on the stoop before the door.
As he did so, Ralph said somethi ng in a low tone to
his companions, and laughed in a contemp tuous manner .
The others speedily joined in his mirth.
Harold only caught two words, but they were enough
to set his blood tingling with rage. He was just on the
point of wreakin g summar y vengean ce on the fellow
when Mr. Jones, the schoolmaster, appeare d at the door.
In a voice filled with importa nce, the latter announced
that the examina tion for West Point would take place
at once, then, smiling cordially, he beckoned to young
Orth.
The act did not escape Harold.
Compre ssing his lips, he calmly walked up and announced himself as a candidate.
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His reception by the old schoolmaster was a cold one,
but that did not disturb the lad, and he took his seat at
a desk in a business-like manner.
It is not necessary to give the details of the examina tion which followed.
Questions, both written and verbal, were asked of the
competitors in all branches of education, and at the expiration of the noon hour a short recess was allowed.
The entire afternoo n was taken up with the succeeding
examination, it being almost dark when the three judges
announced that they were through.
While the half-dozen lads under examinat ion were leaving the building, Harold noticed Jones slip up to Ralph's
side and say somethin g to him. The intelligence caused
the latter to give a start of surprise, and the face he turned
to his companion was black with rage and what appeared
to be disappointment.
"By Jove! I believe he has failed," murmure d Hughes
to himself. Then the thought that he might be the successful one caused his heart to leap with joy.
The decision of the board would be announce d the following morning, so Harold hastened home and related all
that had taken place.
"I feel that I am going to win," he said to his mother,
with beaming eyes. "The questions were quite easy, and
I think I satisfied two of the judges at least. , As for Mr.
Jones, he will have to go with the majority ."
That night Hughes slept fitfully, and dreamed of martial combats and sharp skirmishes with copper-h ued foes.
Up at daybreak, he completed his few chores in feverish
activity, and then, after a hasty breakfas t, hurried off to
the school-house.
On the way he met one of the judges, a kind-hea rted
doctor.

The Accident.
Someth ing in the latter's face as they greeted each other
caused the lad to stop and glance at him in eager expectation.
For answer the surgeon silently handed him an official
appeari ng envelope.
"Allow me to congrat ulate you, my young friend," he
finally said, shaking Harold by the hand. "You have
passed a very creditable examination, and will prove an
honor to your native place."
Too full to even reply, Harold returned home and
burst into the little cottage with a whoop of joy.
His mother was equally as well pleased at the success
of her son, but her joy was tinged with regret at the impending separation.
Ordinar ily a year would elapse before the successful
candida te need present himself at West Point for the
final examina tion, but in this case the cadet from Harold' s
district had resigned , and the vacancy thus created was
supposed to be filled the following month.
Accordingly, on the first of June our hero took an affectionate leave of his mother, and, amid the cheers of
several close friends, boarded the train for New York
City.
It was in the evening shortly after dark, and, as nothing
could be seen of the country he was passing through ,
Harold settled himself comfortably in the cushioned seat
of the coach, and fell to dreamin g of his new life.
Just behind him he had noticed a gentlem an of erect
form and military bearing. Someth ing in the latter's face
attracte d the lad, and he felt that the friendsh ip of such
a man would be an honor.
Somehow, in all the scenes he pictured in his reverie
the counten ance of the strange r was present. In the mad
rush of battle, he was in the lead, sword in hand, and,
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amid the calmer surrounding s of the military academy
on the Hudson he also was found.
"It certainly would be queer if he should turn out to
be an army officer," mused Harold.
He was just in the act of stealing another glance at
the object of his attention when a series of shrill whistles
sounded from_the engine, and a jerking of the train indicated the rapid application of the brakes.
Seated near the forward end of the car was the conductor. Springing to his feet, he rushed toward the door,
but before reaching it the train stopped with a terrible
crash.
In an instant the utmost confusion reigned.
The lights were extinguished , and from the wall of
darkness came a chorus of heart-rendin g groans.
Stunned by the shock, Harold lay stretched in the aisle
of the day coach, where he had been thrown for a moment.
Slowly his senses returned, but with complete consciousness came a sensation of severe pain in his right
shoulder.
It was so acute that he could hardly refrain from crying
with the agony at first, but presently the feeling subsided,
and the tried to scramble erect.
The car had been tilted to one side to such an extent
that when he stood up he found the floor sloping at an
angle of thirty degrees.
Thankful that he was still alive, Harold crawled toward the side and felt for a window.
As he did so, he noticed a glow of light appear several
feet away.
It increased in volume, smoke filled the shattered compartment, and then Hughes saw, to his horror, that the
wreck had caught fire.
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The very thought of being penned in with the devouring flames was enough.
Dragging himself over a broken seat, he ran his hand
along the outer wall of the coach and speedily found an
open space.
It was one of the nun:ierous windows, and led to safety.
With a gasp of joy, the lad thrust his body through, ·
and had almost reached the outside when he heard some
one just behind cry out:
"Help! help! I am pinned down and cannot escape I"
For one brief moment Harold hesitated.
With the horror of the accident still upon him, he first
glanced at the spot offering safety so near at hand, and
then his gaze wandered to the interior of the coach with
its torch of leaping flame and shroud of stifling smoke.
It was a veritable abyss of death-horrible, frightful
death.
As he paused, reluctant, on the threshold of safety, the
voice again sounded :
"Help! help! Will no one release me?"
It was enough.
With an inarticulate shout of encouragement, the brave
lad left the window and dashed in the direction from
whence the voice had come.
"Where are you?" he cried, excitedly. "Quick! there
is no time to be lost !"
"Here---a few feet further on !"
Groping his way, he suddenly stumbled against a form
stretched prone on the floor.
At that moment the dense smoke cleared away slightly,
and by the ruddy light of the conflagration he saw a man's
body pinned down by an overturned seat.
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The head was not visible, but from the movement of
the limbs he knew that it was the one he sought.
"Be of good cheer," said Hughes. "I will get you out,
or perish in the attempt."
A burst of flame edged toward them, throwing its fiery
breath in their faces.
Nearer and nearer came the destroying fire, lapping up
the contents of the doomed coach with an insatiable appetite.
Truly, but little time remained.
A hoarse shouting sounded outside. Then heavy blows
from numerous axes wielded by brawny arms beat upon
the wooden sides, but help would surely come too late
from that quarter.
With eyes smarting from the pungent flames, and throat
parched and blistered, Harold tugged with all his strength
at the object weighing down the man he had resolved to
rescue.
His injured shoulder pained frightfully with each effort, but he heeded it not.
Would the obstacle never yield ?
Glancing about despairingly, the lad noticed a small,
oblong case fastened to the end of the coach.
Behind the glass front he could see a saw and an axe.
Blessing the sensible rule providing for their presence
in each car in use on the road, he sprang forward and in
a twinkling grasped the latter instrument.
Then hastily returning to the spot just left, the boy
showered blow after blow on the seat.
By that time the fire had almost reached them. The
heat was intense, and more than once a groan from the
prostrate man indicated that some greedy flame had
touched him.
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At last, by a superhuman effort, Harold broke the
frame of the seat.
Thrusting it to one side, he bent over and assisted his
companion to his feet.
Then, overcome with the terrible heat and his exertions, he staggered back, and all was darkness.

CHAPTER III.
INTRODUCES AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE.

"There is no danger, then, you say, doctor?"'
"Not the slightest. It is simply a case of collapse
caused by the intense heat and excitement, I am glad to
say. It would certainly be a pity if such a courageous
hero should be compelled to pay the penalty for his
bravery."
Such was the conversation that Harold heard some time
later.
Slowly returning to consciousness, he became aware of
several voices sounding close by.
Opening his eyes, he looked upon a strange scene.
He was lying on a rude litter--one of several-stretched
near the track in the open air.
A few torches scattered here and there, together with
the dying embers of the burnt coach, cast a light upon
various groups of men engaged in attending to the numerous injured.
Looking up, he saw a familiar face bending over him.
It was singed and blackened, but he recognized the countenance of the gentleman who had occupied the seat just
behind him before the accident.
N ear him stood one whom, from his professional air,
could only be a surgeon.
They were both looking in Hughes' direction, so when
he opened his eyes they instantly noticed it.
"Ah! my brave young friend, how are you now?" asked
the doctor.
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Before Harold could answer, the other stepped up and
grasped his hand with a hearty grip, at the same time
saymg:
"Permit me to offer my thanks for your great service
to me, my lad. If it had not been for your courage I
would now be in the ruins of that car."
So this was the man he had rescued.
Harold felt doubly thankful when he made the discovery. He was glad that he was the one for some reason.
Sitting up before the surgeon could prevent him, he
stepped on the ground from the stretcher.
"I am all right now, sir," he replied to the medical
gentleman 's expostulat ion. "You may need the litter for
some poor fellow."
Then, turning to the one who had just thanked him, he
added:
"It was a narrow escape, sir. But how did I get out?
All that I remember was falling to the floor of the coach
after seeing you clear of the seat."
"When you got me free I just had time to help you
through an open window and follow. As it was, the fire
burned off part of my coat. As you say, it was a close
shave. Another moment and we would have perished.
I can hardly find words with which to express my gratitude to you. My name is Conrad, Lieutenan t Carey Conrad of the United States Army, and I am on my way to
West Point for duty there."
Harold gave a start of pleasure.
The announcem ent that the gentleman in whom he had
taken such interest was an army officer came as an agreeable surprise.
"I, too, am on my way to the academy, sir," he replied.
"I have received the appointme nt from the Third Indiana
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District, and am now going East for the final examination."
"By Jove! I'm glad to hear it, Mr.- - "
"Hughes, sir," quickly interposed the lad, introducing
himself. " Harold Hughes."
"I say again, I am glad to hear that you expect to enter
the school," continued Conrad. "I could not wish for
anything better, Harold, if I may call you by your first
name. It is just possible that I can find an opportunity
to assist you in your career."
"I will be glad of your aid, sir," smiled Harold. "I hear
a new boy has to pass through some queer experiences at
the Point."
The lieutenant laughed.
"Yes; a 'pleb' has rather hard times of it, I must confess," he said. "I remember the years I spent at the academy very well indeed, and they were not all sunshine by
any means."
To the readers who have followed the varying fortunes
of the Border Boy, Carey Conrad, or " Kit Carey's
Protege," as he was then known, the truth of the lieutenant's words will be instantly apparent.
His career at the Point was indeed not all sunshine.
Through the cowardly eiiorts of a treacherous foe, he
came very near losing his cadetship, won by bravery in
the wild West; but right and justice at last triumphed,
as it invariably does, and he graduated into the army with
a host of friends to wish him success.
After having served on the frontier through the late
Indian war with distinction, he was at last ordered to a
well-earned rest in an easy assignment at the military
academy.
It was while en route to his new duties that he met
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with the accident just related, and also formed our hero's
acquaintance.
He was much taken with the lad's frank, manly face,
and aside from the fact that he owed his life to him,
something in Harold won his regard at once, and he resolved to look after his interests in every way.
As it ultimately transpired, young Hughes found need
for a friendly hand before many months.
The news of the railway wreck had been telegraphed
to the division headquarters, and a special train immediately sent to the scene.
Both the injured and those passengers who had escaped
were embarked, and taken on to the next station.
Here Harold and his new friend found a through train
for New York awaiting them. As all the luggage except
that in the baggage-car had been destroyed, the lieutenant
filed a joint claim for damages and proceeded to the city.
Hughes had telegraphed his mother before leaving the
town nearest to the scene of the accident, thinking she
might hear of it and feel worried.
During the balance of the trip our hero learned many
details of life at West Point, and when they took the
steamer for the voyage up the Hudson he felt that he
was well equipped for the coming experience.
They arrived at the academy shortly before noon, and
Lieutenant Conrad escorted the new candidate for military
honors to the commandant's office. .
"Now, Harold," he said, when they entered the building, "I must leave you for a little while, but I'll look you
up later. You will probably be examined this afternoon,
as I see by the bulletin that the board is ready. Keep a
stiff upper lip, and remember that I will be very much
disappointed if you fail."
The kind words had a good effect, as Hughes felt a
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little shaky. Now that he was on the spot, and in readiness for the impending "probing," he realized how much
success meant to him.
The very appearance of the grand old Point, with its
superb setting of romantic scenery, the sight of the wellkept, military-appearing buildings, and a distant view of
several squads of gray uniformed cadets, thrilled him with
a martial feeling, and he firmly resolved to win the appointment, if it was in the power of man to do so.
He well knew that the examination he had passed in
Riverside was mere child's play to the one he must now
undergo, but nevertheless he felt confident that his months
of hard study had not been in vain.
In the outer office were several other lads, evidently
on the same errand as himself.
One of these, a curly-headed boy about seventeen years
of age, looked up and smiled as Harold entered.
Making room on the settee he was occupying, he asked
him to sit down, remarking:
"Coming for your final examination,° I suppose?"
"Yes; and you also?" replied Hughes, rather glad to
be able to talk with some one.
"Yes, indeed. All these boys are here for that purpose.
To tell the truth, I feel rather 'funked,' don't you?"
Harold laughingly acknowledged that he was not altogether at his ease.
"Well, if we pass, we might as well know each other,"
continued the other lad, good-naturedly. "My name is
George West, and I am from this State."
Hughes replied with his name and residence, and the
two boys soon became well acquainted.
Presently the commandant's secretary appeared, and
called them in before that august official one by one.
When it came Harold's turn, he entered the inner office
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and found himself in the presence of an elderly officer
with a kind but stern face.
"This is Harold Hughes from Indiana," he said, looking up from a paper spread out on the desk. "Well, Mr.
Hughes, you are a likely appearing lad, and I hope you
will pass the examination."
Glancing admiringly at the boy's manly figure, he
added:
"You should have no difficulty in satisfying the medical
board. If all those reporting here are as well set up as
you, the corps will do well. Ah, by the way, the President has appointed a youth to the academy from your
town. His name is-let me see-yes, here it is."
Selecting a document from a file, he continued:
"Appointed at large by the President, Ralph Orth, son
of Captain William Orth, U. S. A."
Harold could not repress an exclamation of surprise,
but it passed unheeded.
"Do you know the lad ?" asked the commandant.
"Yes, sir; he lives near me."
"Competed with you at the local examination, eh?"
asked the officer, shrewdly. "Well, I hope there will not
be any ill-feeling over it."
Our hero did not reply, but he had his doubts on that
subject.
"His father is drill instructor here, and a very able gentleman," added the colonel.
After complimenting Harold for his bravery in the railway wreck, which had already been explained to him by
Lieutenant Conrad, the commandant told him to report at
medical headquarters for immediate examination.
. This ceremony, although rigid, resulted in complete success, and then the lad was taken before the mental board,
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which he also satisfied, coming off with flying colors at
the end of the six days' examination .
To his delight he found that George West, his new
friend, had been detailed as his room-mate in the junior
dormitory. When taps sounded that night they retired
completely exhausted by the nervous strain resulting from
the examination , but as happy as larks in the knowledge
that they were now full-fledged cadets.
"I say, Harold, do you think we will be disturbed tonight?" asked George, in a whisper from his bed. "You
know the old cadets have a disagreeable habit of putting
greenies through their paces, as they call it."
The deep silence reigning in the building caused Harold
to believe that they would remain undisturbed, and he so
informed his companion, but, alas! he reckoned without
his host.
Just as the two boys dropped into slumber, their room
door quietly opened and a score of shadowy forms filed
into the apartment, bearing divers strange and peculiar
objects.

CHAPTER IV.
CAP'l'AIN OR'l'H SHOWS HIS HAND.

The first intimation Harold had of some one being in
his room was a cold hand placed on his face.
It just happened that at that moment he was deep in
an imaginary combat with a horde of painted redskins,
and his first dreamy impression was that they were trying
to scalp him.
Uttering a yell that rang through the room like a veritable war-whoop, he sprang from the bed and grappled
with the first person he came in contact with.
This line of tactics was entirely new to the hazers-for
such they were-and for a moment they remained spellbound.
Not so Hughes. Still laboring under the delusion that
he was fighting for his very life, he kicked and struggled
and rained such forceful blows on the luckless cadet he
had tackled that the latter speedily fell to the floor, and
appealed for help.
At this moment the leader of the new-comers, seeing
that the whole academy would be aroused if the hubbub
continued, threw himself upon Harold, and, assisted by
others, soon had him silenced by mere weight of numbers.
"Shut up, will you?" growled the senior, sternly. "If
you utter another sound we will gag you. Here, Jack,
attend to that other pleb."
This last order came opportunely, as George West, taking advantage of the excitement, started to creep toward
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the door with the laudable intention of making good his
escape.
He was set upon by the one called Jack, and made to
return.
"Now, boys," whispered the leader-a stalwart cadet
named Kirby Chambers, "help me place this duck on the
bed, and get everything ready for the first ceremony.
Boyd, you take--"
Suddenly stopping, he listened intently.
A faint sound, as of the clank of a sword scabbard, came
to their ears.
"Sh-h-h ! Keep quiet, and get under cover! Here
comes the officer of the day!" exclaimed Chambers.
"Here! put these fellows in bed, and then lay low!"
With the rapidity of lightning the lads bundled Harold
and George into their iron cots, and arranged the covers
over them in a natural manner.
Then, after warning both boys to not utter a sound
on their lives, they arranged themselves along the wall
nearest the corridor, and waited.
Harold had long since become aware of what was going
on, and felt slightly ashamed that he had created such a
disturbance. He resolved to take everything in good part
without it culminated in downright insult; then, clenching
his fist, he also awaited events.
The sound outside grew nearer, and soon footsteps became apparent.
They presently halted before the door, and some one
said:
"This is the room the noise came from, I think, sir.
Shall we enter and see?"
"Yes; open the door. It is occupied by a couple of new
cadets, but we must investigate. This kind of disturbance
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is becoming entirely too frequent, and discipline must be
maintained."
At the sound of the last words the door was thrown
open, and the light from a hand-lantern penetrated the
apartment.
Just then Hughes gave an excellent imitation of a prolonged snore and moved restlessly on the bed.
Taking the cue, George did the same with good effect.
It may seem strange that neither lad took advantage
of the opportunity offered for escaping further attention
of their unbidden guests lined against the wall just outside
of the lamp's range, but the truth of the matter is that
both felt that it would not only be dishonorable to appeal
for help, but also a cowardly act leading to a just retribution.
They knew what a time-honored institution hazing was
in the academy, and resolved to submit with as good grace
as possible.
As it transpired, their present actions stood them in
good stead.
The cadet officer of the day, a member of the senior
class, had officiated at many a similar ceremony himself,
and knew what was going on. In fact, from where he
stood he could catch the outlines of a rotund cadet several feet away, and saw at once what was on foot.
Not wishing to see his comrades in trouble, he stepped
back into the hall and said to his companion, an elderly
commissioned officer :
"Everything seems to be quiet in that room, sir. Perhaps it is from some other apartment lower down the hall.
Shall we look further?"
"Oh, I don't know that it is necessary," replied the
other, sleepily. "I presume those new lads were dream•
ing and raising a racket in their sleep."
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They accordingly returned to their quarters, evidently
satisfied.
The cadet officer-a gentlemanly youth from the South,
named Dayton-smiled to himself as they separated, and
then murmured :
" I must make the acquaintance of those plebs in that
room. They are bricks from the word go. Not a squeal
in them."
In the meantime the hazing party in Harold's room had
remained quiet until all danger was past, and then surrounded the beds again.
But this time with a different purpose.
Giving Hughes a friendly slap on the back, Kirby exclaimed:
"I say, young fellow, you are all right. That snore of
yours pulled the wool over their eyes, and maybe kept us
out of a scrape. You are straight goods, both of you,
and there shan't be any 'deviling of plebs' in this room,
if I can help it. What do you say, fellows?"
His companions united in a whispered chorus of assent,
and then all crowded around Hughes and West, eager to
shake hands with them.
Seeing the advantage they had gained, Harold said
coolly:
"What are you stopping your fun for? Go ahead, and
don't mind us. We would rather like the experience."
For a moment he received no reply-it was evident his
unexpected remark rather staggered them. Then one of
the cadets gasped :
"Well, I declare! Who ever heard of a freshman asking to be hazed?"
"Why not?" queried George, calmly. "We are ready
for anything-that's what we are here for."
The tables were indeed turned.
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The crowd of seniors, headed by Chambers, had approached the room with the avowed intention of putting
the new boys through a course of sprouts, as they would
express it, and now, instead of following their original
intention, they were trying to keep from it, although
begged to continue by their supposed victims.
Never before had the sacred walls of the academy
looked upon such a scene.
"You certainly beat my time," said Kirby, at last, with
a comical laugh. "What part of the world are you from,
anyway?"
"Indiana," replied Hughes, in a matter-of-fact tone.
"Well, I will have a greater respect for Hoosiers after
this, if you are a fair sample. And this other lad?"
"New York," answered West, promptly.
"Ah! a good combination," said the leader, smilingly.
Then he added :
"Come on, boys; let's try those other plebs in the next
room. Do you want to see the fun?"
This last to our hero and his r:oom-mate.
At first Harold was tempted to go, but he then thought
it would hardly look well for a cadet joining in such
sport on his first day, and he politely declined.
After a few further words, during which Chambers and
several others introduced themselves in a friendly manner,
the cadets quietly filed out of the room and peace reigned
once more.
Left to themselves, Harold and George shook hands
in great glee.
"Nothing better could have happened," exclaimed the
former. "We are now fixed for good among our new
comrades. They will swear by us now."
That they had really made valuable friends became apparent the following morning at reveille. Their appear•
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ance in the line was the signal for an ovation which even
the strict discipline could not restrain, and after the roll
had been called and the ranks dismissed, they were instantly surrounded by a number of lads, at the head of
whom was Kirby Chambers.
He greeted them very pleasantly, and asked innocently
if they had slept well during their first night after examination.
The captain of their company, Cadet Dayton, happened
to pass at that momen.t.
Joining them, he was introduced by Kirby, and, after
a few fonpal words, said:
"Hughes, you have made a right start here, and you
also, West. I need not tell you to what I refer, but allow
me to say that in this academy the spirit of honor is
thought more of than anything else."
During the day the two lads ·were duly established in
the awkward squad, and initiated into the mysteries of
the "set-up drill."
That afternoon, while walking up and down in front of
the dormitory with Kirby and George, Harold saw Lieutenant Conrad approaching.
With him was an officer in the uniform of a captain,
whom our hero instantly recognized as Ralph's father. ·
Instinctively feeling that the coming interview would
prove disagreeable, he excused himself and quietly sauntered toward the officers alone.
"Ah! here is the lad now, Orth," said Carey, advancing
with outstretched hands.
Turning to his companion he started to introduce him,
when something in the other's face stopped him.
"Never mind, Conrad," said the captain, glancing at
Harold with an evil smile on his lips. "Don't bother yourself; we have met before."
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.. Captain Orth became white with rage."
(See page 31)
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Flushing at the tone, Hughes proudly drew himself up,
and replied :
"Yes, Mr. Conrad. We are both from the same town.
In fact, I am well acquainted with the captain's son."
It was an unfortunate remark.
Thinking Harold was referring boastfully to his triumph over Ralph, Captain Orth became white with rage,
and stepped forward as if intending to strike the lad.
"What do you mean, you-you-young scoundrel !" he
choked. "How dare you say my son is an acquaintance of
yours. He finds his companions in his own class, not with
paupers like you."
Completely dumfounded, the lieutenant stood staring
from one to the other.
Carried beside himself by the brutal words, Hughes retorted:
"I am not a pauper, sir, and you well know it. If my
fat.h er was living, things would be different, and his family in possession of their own."

CHAPTER V.
HAROLD HAS VISITORS.

Harold's bold speech had a peculiar effect.
Instead of retorting, the captain glared silently at him
for a brief space, and then turned on his heel and walked
away.
"What does this mean, Hughes?" asked Conrad, staring after !he retreating form in utter amazement.
A sternness in his friend's voice showed Harold that
he had been guilty of a grave breach of military discipline.
He had been told that insolence to a superior officer
was an unpardonable sin, punishable by court-martial and
probable dismissal, but nevertheless he still felt rather
glad of the shot he had just given Orth. As briefly as
possible he explained to Carey that portion of his family
history connected with the captain, and also his triumph
over Ralph at the examination in Riverside.
"There is no doubt but what the captain holds malice
against me for that, as he was anxious to have his son win
an appointment to the academy by competitive examination, but I succeeded fair and square," he added.
"That reason certainly has weight," replied Carey,
thoughtfully. "But it is this question of property that
seems far more important to me. It is very strange that
your father could have contracted such a large debt without the knowledge of your mother, ,and also when he was
engaged in a business as profitable as you say his was."
"It is a mystery, sir, and I intend to probe it to the
bottom if it takes my life."
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"You are certainly right in looking into it, Harold, but"
-here the lieutenant's voice became very grave-"the
most important question now is, what does Orth intend
doing about your late breach of military etiquette? From
the manner in which he hurried away, I think he intends
to bring charges against you at once."
Harold's heart fell.
It was certainly a misfortune to get into trouble this
early in his career.
What if it should result in dismissal !
The very thought caused the lad a pang of overwhelming disappointment, but he turned a resolute face to his
friend and said :
"It cannot be helped, sir. I would far rather lose my
appointment than allow that brute to insult me."
"Oh! it won't amount to that, Hughes," returned Conrad, with a faint smile. "But I am afraid you will be
restricted to the grounds and given several demerits. If
the captain tries to make it go farther than that, I'll step
in and give my testimony in a manner he won't like."
"Don't you think he will call upon you as a witness,
anyway?" asked Hughes.
"No doubt; but I will have but little to say, without he
pushes matters. By the way, I think it would be a good
idea to have a talk with him any--"
"Here comes a corporal's' guard under arms," interrupted the cadet, suddenly, pointing toward headquarters.
~'I will wager they are in search of me."
.
And so it proved.
On reaching their vicinity the non-commissioned officer
in charge halted his men, and then, after saluting the lieutenant as befitted his rank, turned to our hero with the
words:
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"I am compelled to place you under arrest, Cadet
Hughes, by order of the commandant."
"Very well," briefly replied Harold, stepping forward.
"I am ready to go with you at once."
"I will accompany you as far as headquarters, Harold,"
said Carey.
Placing his prisoner between two privates, the corporal
marched the squad to the academy guard-house, followed
at a little distance by the lieutenant.
Just before reaching the building devoted to that pur·
pose, a lad dressed as a civilian stepped into view from
behind the superintendent's house, and stopped short at
sight of the little party.
To his momentary chagrin, Hughes recognized in the
new-comer Ralph Orth.
That worthy's face speedily took on an expression of
triumphant delight, and turning to a boy clad in the cadet
gray, who presently joined him, he said something in a
low tone.
Paying no heed to them, the prisoner walked past with
head erect, and soon found himself in the guard-room.
The cadet-officer in charge received him with military
~ternness, and taking a massive key from a bunch on his
desk, said:
"I have crders to confine you, Hughes, for insolence to
a superior of£cer, the charges being preferred by Captain
Orth, U. S. A."
With that he led the way to a cell, and soon had the
lad locked in behind an iron grating.
Left to himself, Harold at first gave way to despair.
"This is a pretty ending to my dreams of military
glory," he said, bitterly. "Not hardly seven days in the
academy and in danger of a court-martial. Why did I
bandy words with that scoundred? If I could only have
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held my tongue until on terms of greater equality with
him, it would have been all right. But no; I am glad I
defied him, and there will be a day of reckoning between
us yet." ·
Pacing up and down the narrow apartment, the lad
tried to console himself for his sudden misfortune, but it
was extremely hard work.
He well understood how little his influence would be
against an old army officer, but the famed justice of the
academy in all cases offered some hope.
Presently a rattling of keys against the door outside
proclaimed a visitor, and Harold composed himself in expectation.
"It is Carey Conrad," he murmured, his face lighting
up.
vValking over toward the entrance, he silently waited,
but to his disappointm ent, when the barrier was thrown
back he saw, not the genial lieutenant, but the one of all
others he had not expected to meet-Capta in Orth.
As if working under previous instructions, the cadetoffi.cer of the guard closed the door after the captain had
entered and walked away, leaving them together, and
alone.
For a moment Orth gazed steadfastly at Hughes, then
folding his arms, said :
"Rather a peculiar position for a week-old cadet, eh?"
It suddenly flashed over Harold's mind that the visit
was simply intended to afford his enemy an opportunity
to gloat over his misfortune, so he vouchsafed no reply.
"Answer me, boy!" repeated the other, sternly. "You
heard what I said: A nice situation for one who intended to become an officer in the army."
"Well, what of it?" quietly asked Hughes, keeping his
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temper admirably. "I thoroughly understand my positio~
and, moreover, I do not regret its cause."
His companion's eyes flashed ominously, but the next
words were uttered in a more conciliatory tone.
"Now, see here, Hughes," he said. " I did not come
here to bandy words, but to see what could be done to get
you out of this scrape."
Thoroughly surprised, Harold glanced keenly at the
captain, and something he saw in that worthy's expression
caused him to become suspicious again.
Although the offer was fair, yet he could see it caused
Orth a great effort, and was uttered with lying lips.
Standing on his guard, he awaited the next words.
"I am now of the opinion that I acted hastily in having
you confined this morning," continued the other, slowly,
"but you enraged me, and caused my temper to get the
better of me. Now, what I propose doing is to see the
superintendent and have the charges erased. To tell the
truth, I hate to see a likely youth like you ruined in his
fondest ambition, and I am willing to do what is right."
"I will certainly feel greatly obliged, sir," replied
Hughes, warmly.
·
His suspicions were rapidly disappearing, but the next
sentence revived them fourfold.
Visibly gratified at the progress .he was making, the
captain smiled, and then added:
"Now, Hughes, one good turn deserves another; by
withdrawing the charge, I start you again on the fair road
to a commission, but I also wish you to do something for
me."
He paused and watched the effect of his unexpected
statement.
Instantly becoming reserved once more, Harold asked
cautiously what he wanted.
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'Awkwardly clearing his throat, the captain hesitated a
moment and then continued:
"Why, it's about this debt owing to my brother Robert
by your father. He wants it settled without trouble, so if
you will write to your mother to sign over the property
in payment, I will have you released at once, and--"
"No, sir, never!" cried Harold, wrathfully; then he
added, bitterly: "So that is why you come here with an
offer of assistance ! Understand, Captain Orth ; I would
not persuade my mother to sign such a paper if I were
here under trial for my l~fe."
Taken aback by the determined words of the young lad,
his companion glared at him for a brief space, and then,
quivering with rage, fairly shouted:
"You defy me, do you? You refuse my offer! Well,
know that we can secure the property without your aid
easy enough. Now, stay here and whine for mercy, you
scamp. I will use my greatest influence in having you
dismissed from the academy at once. You shall never--"
He was interrupted by a noise at the door, and the cadet-officer was heard saying:
"There is some one with the prisoner, sir; and I have
orders to not disturb them."
"Very well; I will wait here until the person comes out."
It was Lieutenant Conrad.
Dashing past the captain, Harold rapped on the iron
grating and exclaimed:
"Officer of the guard, we have finished our conversation. Please admit the lieutenant."
The door was opened immediately, and Carey passed in
with a slight bow to his brother officer. Hardly noticing
the salutation, Orth rushed out and disappeared.
"vVhat is up now, Harold?" instantly asked Conrad.
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The cadet explained in detail all that had passed between
him and his enemy.
After he had finished, Carey sat on the bed and thought
long and deeply, then jumping to his feet, he cried, firmly :
"There is only one thing that will save you now, Harold,
and it is this: I must leave for Riverside to-night and
try to secure some information about this property affair,
and hold it over the captain's head as a threat."

CHAPTE R VI.
'A 1.<'0UL CRIME.

When it became generally known around the school
that Hughes, the popular fourth-clas sman, was in confinement awaiting a court-mar tial, the cadets united in expressing their sympathy.
Kirby Chambers had taken pains to spread a detailed
account of the hazing episode, and Harold's actions on that
memorabl e occasion had endeared him to all classes.
However, the combined influence of the cadets could
not help the lad any except in spirits.
The evening following his interview with Captain Orth
found him in communic ation with the lieutenant.
The meeting was a brief one, and was only held so that
Carey could inform his young friend of his proposed
jo~rney to Riverside.
"I had hard work securing leave of absence, and had to
give the superinten dent an inkling of my object," said the
faithful young officer, as he bid the lad good-by. "He
has promised me to delay your court-mar tial for four days,
but cannot promise any further time than that. I will do
my best for you, old boy, but the chance of success is very
slim."
"You are a true friend," relied Harold, in an unsteady
voice. "I-I-app reciate you'r kindness more than words
can tell. Some day perhaps I can repay you, and--"
"Tut, tut!" interrupte d Carey, walking toward the door.
"Just_wait until I settle my debt to you on account of that
railway wreck, and then talk."
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Passing from the guard-h ouse, he set out on his momentous journey , leaving Hughes with brighte r hopes for
the future.
The succeed ing four days dragged heavily along, but
their conclusi on brought no word from the absent lieutenant.
Each morning Harold listened anxious ly for the wellknown step, but it came not, and he at last abandon ed
hope for aid from that quarter.
That somethi ng had happene d to delay Carey, he was
certain. Perhaps he had utterly failed in his mission, or
maybe the train carrying him East was wrecked.
At noon of the fourth day, a messeng er entered the cell
to inform him that his presence was required in the library
building before a general court-m artial in session there.
On reachin g the historic room in which many a nowfamous warrior had been tried for various offenses,
Hughes found it occupied by seven officers of differen t
rank.
As everyth ing had been previou sly prepare d, the court
proceed ed with the trial at once, calling Captain Orth as
the principa l witness as well as accuser.
His testimon y was called for by the judge advocat e of
the court, and he was just in the act of taking the necessary oath when an orderly entered suddenl y and handed
him a note.
Utterin g an impatie nt exclama tion, the captain tore
open the envelope and read the first few lines.
Feeling instincti vely that it had somethi ng to do with
him, Harold watched Orth narrowl y, and was rewarded
by seeing him pale to the very lips.
Then with an oath the officer turned to the presiden t and
asked permiss ion to retire for a moment.
Hardly waiting for the latter's consent, he left the room.
1
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The different members of the court looked at each other
in languid surprise, and began gossiping over the latest
garrison news.
Presently the officer in command was called out, but he
returned suddenly and announced that owing to the withdrawal of the charges against the prisoner, the court was
dismissed.
As if in a dream, Harold left the room, and passing into
the outer office, found Lieutenant Conrad, travel-stained
and worn out, awaiting him.
Holding out both hands, Carey smilingly exclaimed:
"I guess you about gave me up, Harold, didn't you? I
had a hard tussle of it, but success came at last, and I arrived in time. Better late than-why, what is the matter?"
There was reason for this sudden question.
Harassed and worried by the experiences of the past
four days, the cadet found the reaction too great, and
just as his friend. was speaking, he reeled and staggered
against a centre table.
It was only a temporary weakness, and soon passed
away, however.
Leading him into the open air, Conrad walked the lad
up and down the parade ground until he fully recovered,
and then continued the interrupted explanation.
"When I left here that night, I was at my wit's end
to devise a plan for securing the necessary information,
to tell the truth. I did not sleep nor eat until I had formulated a scheme, and on arriving at Riverside, began at
once to work it out. Armed with the knowledge of affairs learned from you, I went at once to the residence of
Robert Orth and managed to obtain a private interview
with him. I had previously provided myself with .a detective's badge and a revolver."
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Harold interrupt ed him with an exclamat ion of astonishme nt.
"Yes, a badge and a gun," repeated Carey, laughing ly.
"The reason I used those was because I learned my man
was easily frightene d, and it was just possible force would
be necessary. \Vell, on seeing the confound ed scoundre l
I proceede d to business without delay. Showing my
badge, I said authorita tively: 'I have been sent here to arrest you for conspirac y in attempti ng to secure the fortune of the late Henry Hughes. ' Well, you should have
seen him. The cowardly villain went on his knees and
begged for mercy. Knowing that I didn't have a leg to
stand on in my accusation, I pretende d to make terms with
him, and secured a letter to his brother, the captain, telling him to do as I said or all was lost. Armed with that
I started for this place, but was delayed en route by a
washout. ''
"Then he did conspire to rob us?" eagerly asked Harold, deeply interested .
"Yes, but we cannot prove it yet," replied Conrad,
gravely. "Althoug h his actions satisfy us, yet it would
not hold any weight in a court of law. No, we must
bide our time and investiga te the whole affair from beginning to end. I am satisfied in doing what I did."
At that Hughes tried to thank his faithful friend, but
the lieutenan t stopped him before he could utter more
than a few words by saying that he could see a lot of
cadets at the other end of the parade-g round, evidently
dying to receive him.
Looking in that direction, our hero saw Kirby Cham,
hers and George Vv' est, together with a crowd of other
lads, waiting near the barracks .
On seeing him gazing in their direction , they beckoned
him to join them.
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"Go ahead and meet your friends, Harold," said Carey,
with a smile. "We can talk this matter over some other
time."
Not giving the lad a chance to expostulate, he left him
and walked toward his quarters.
In a few minutes Hughes was the centre of a group,
the members of which were all striving to shake hands
with him at the same time.
"I am heartily glad you came out all right," said West,
feelingly. "At first I thought it was all up with you, old
boy."
Just then the irrepressible Kirby broke in, and handing
Harold a tuft of long, coarse hair stitched to a piece of
leather, said solemnly:
"As a token of our esteem, allow me to present you
with the scalp of your enemy, Captain Orth, which you
have taken so skillfully this morning. It is his, as you can
readily see by its close comparison to a jackass' hide."
Amid shouts of laughter, the party entered the dormitory and scattered to their studies. George and Hughes
went at once to their room, where the former told his
companion that he !::!ad a piece of information for him.
"There is a cadet newly joined who has been quietly
running you down among the fellows," he said, gravely.
"He came to Kirby and I with a tale about your home,
but we soon shut him up. Chambers was for licking him
then and there, but I thought it best to wait until we
saw you."
·"Is his name Ralph Orth?" asked Harold, quietly, but
an ominous gleam in his eyes spoke volumes.
"Yes, that is his name. He is from );our place, Riverside, I believe."
"What did he say?"
George hesitated, as if unwilling to carry tales. Then,
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evidentl y making up his mind to place his friend on his
guard, he said :
"Amon g other things the fellow stated was that you
had begged the member s of the local board to pass you,
as your mother was poor and you wanted to support her."
At the despicable lie, Harold became almost frantic
with rage.
Seizing his cap, he started toward the door, but West
interpos ed himself and said:
"Now, don't be raising a row in public, old boy. Just
wait here a moment and I will bring the beggar up here;
then you can make him eat his words. I'll also get some
of the fellows as witnesse s."
Seeing the wisdom of the plan, Hughes curbed his
wrath and remaine d in the room while his friend set out
in search of the captain' s worthy son. Present ly a noise
in the corrido r indicate d that several persons were approachi ng. Eagerly walking toward the door, Hughes
neared it just as George and Kirby entered the room.
They were alone.
Harold' s question ing glance instantl y elicited the informati on that Ralph had absolute ly refused to come.
"The blamed coward is down near the riding-s chool,
and when I told him to step up here a moment , he grinned
and said that if any one wished to see him they could call
at his office," explaine d Chambe rs, with a burst of indignatio n.
"Well, that is what we will do," replied Hughes ,
quietly.
"The tan-bark arena is a splendid place for a 'scrap,' "
remarke d West, highly delighte d at the prospec t.
On entering the parade- ground, the three lads slackened their pace and sauntere d leisurely along for the
purpose of disarmi ng suspicio n.
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They well knew that if they were seen moving in any
certain direction in evident haste, the whole mob of cadets,
with possibly an inquisitive officer, would soon follow.
After skirting the library they walked down a road
sloping to the water's edge, and when midway, turned
abruptly toward the huge building known as the ridingschool.
While passing a clump of bushes at the top of the lane,
neither of the lads saw a malignant face peering at them
from amid the foliage, nor were they aware of the evil
passions raging in its owner's breast. Just as they disappeared in search of the captain's son, that worthy left
his place of concealment, and hastening to the stone parapet lining the upper edge of the road, dislodged a huge
fragment of rock, and with desperate energy hurled it
into the space below.
There was a series of echoing thuds as the terrible
missile struck and rebounded from the rocky surface of
the bluff, then a cry of agony sounded on the sultry air,
immediately followed by an ominous silence.

CHAPTER VII.
THE

CONVERSAT ION.

·with the final echoes of that terrible cry ringing in his
ears Ralph skipped away from the edge of the road and
slunk into the shadows of a near-by row of trees, then
rapidly made his way back past the library building to a
path leading down to the cavalry barracks.
Keeping as much as possible out of sight, he skirted
that structure and the stables, and then leisurely sauntered
out on a small space fronting the riding-school.
Just as he came into view, a small group of lads gathered near the face of the bluff, turned and saw him. One
of them, Harold Hughes, broke from the others, and
striding up to Orth, shook his fist in the latter's face with
the exclamation :
"I have you at last, confound you! If the truth was
known, that is a piece of your work also !"
As he spoke, he pointed toward a cadet lying on the
ground. The lad's face was covered with blood, and,
from all appearance, he was seriously injured.
A shattered fragment of rock near by told the tale.
Ralph grew deadly white, and trembled violently for a
moment.
"What is the matter?" he stammered. "Who is it?"
"George West, one of the new boys," broke in Kirby
Chambers. "He was struck by a piece of ·stone some
villain threw down from the path. Do you know who
did it?"
As he spoke he glanced keenly at young Orth.
The latter avoided the look, and hastily replied:
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"No, of course not; why should I? Anyway, I don't
believe it was pitched by any one. Those rocks up there
are loose, and it may have been dislodged by the wind."
Just then a surgeon from the hospital, accompanied by
two privates with a stretcher, appeared and examined the
wounded cadet.
In the excitement, Ralph slipped away and disappeared
up the road, unnoticed.
Presently the doctor finished, and made the welcome
announcement that George was simply stunned by the
missile, but his right arm had been broken.
"It was a very narrow escape," he added, glancing at
the heavy pieces of rock scattered about, "and if any
fragment of larger size had struck him my services would
be useless in the case."
Under his directions the two men from the hospital
corps lifted \Vest tenderly, and laid him on the canvas
stretcher.
Harold and Kirby accompanied their injured friend to
the door of the hospital, and left him there on the surgeon's assurance that they would be allowed to see George
that afternoon.
"I tell you what it is, Chambers," said Hughes, as they
walked back to the barracks, "I honestly believe the
coward, Ralph Orth, was the cause of the accident. It is
hard to think that a youth of his age, and a cadet of the
Point would be guilty of such a dastardly crime, but I
know him of old. He wouldn't hesitate at anything-not
even murder-to get square with me."
" Then you think the rock was intended for you?" asked
his companion, in horrified tones.
"Yes, that is my belief," replied Harold, thoughtfully.
"Of course it would be impossible to prove it without
witnesses, and it is best to say nothing about the affair,
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but I will always think poor George is the victim of that
villain's desire for revenge."
"It is a shame that such a lad should be an army cadet!"
exclaimed Kirby, indignantl y. "This is no place for fellows of his class. The very idea of a boy not yet eighteen
trying to kill a person. If he is that way now, what kind
of an officer will he make? And to have charge of men,
too. Can;t we do something to get him out of the
academy? "
"I hardly know," answered Hughes, slowly. "You
see his father is a captain, and has a great deal of influence here, or he wouldn't have been able to get a Presidential appointme nt for Ralph. If we made a report of
the affair to the commanda nt he would instantly ask for
proofs. Then where would we be?"
"Cashiere d ourselves. "
"Yes; kicked out for bringing false charges. Our
best plan is to keep both eyes open and watch the coward.
We will catch him sooner or later, never you mind. In
the meantime I am going to interview him and stop his
lies about me."
"When? Hadn't you better settle it at once?" a·sked
Kirby, eager for a fight.
Do not let it be supposed from this that W est Point
is an abode of lads fond of disg raceful or brutal combats.
Far from it! Neither the training there nor the class of
youths admitted to the academy would allow it, but a
cadet is taught, from the moment of entrance to the hour
of graduation , that he must at all times be able to take
care of himself either physically or mentally.
Woe to the boy who shirks a challenge to fisticuffs by
way of a settlement of petty difference s! He would
speedily find out the power of his companion s' contempt.
Kirby Chambers was no different from lads of his age
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and century, however, and he hailed the prospect of a
fight between his friend and Ralph with joy, and offered
his services at once.
"You stroll down to the ravine back of practice fort,
and I will look Orth up. If I give him the challenge before witnesses, he can't refuse to meet you. If he does,
it'll just be our chance to shame him out of the academy.
See?"
"Yes, I see," smiled Harold, amused at his companion's
evident enthusiasm. "I doubt very much whether you
can get him down there. He is tricky, and will get out of
it some way. Don't be long."
Chambers darted away at a rapid speed, and Hughes
walked slowly across the cavalry parade-ground to a series
of earth-works in the northeastern corner of the plateau.
Passing through the site of the summer camp, he crossed
over a moat and entered the fort.
It was deserted except by a couple of artillerymen
cleaning a mortar.
Down in one corner of the inclosure was a section of
bastion lately constructed by the third-class cadets.
Deeply interested in anything pertaining to his studies,
Harold strolled over in that direction, intending to examine it for "points."
On nearing the vicinity, he suddenly became aware of
voices in conversation just beyond, and halted, not wishing to play the part of eavesdropper, but the unexpected
mentioning of a name attracted his attention.
The voice of one was familiar, too.
It was Ralph Orth, and he was talking about Hughes."Yes, he is a low-born pauper, and his graduation
would be a disgrace to the academy," came the words. "I
would give a thousand dollars if he was dismissed in a
month."
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Harold heard Ralph's unknown companion laugh, then
the latter replied :
"A thousand, en? Well, you must want to get rid of
him badly. If I thought you really meant it, I would try
to earn the reward."
"Mean it!" echoed Ralph, grimly. "Why, I would give
more than that if he was convicted of some disgraceful
act and fired from here. Have you the nerve to try for
the money?"
At that moment Harold, wild with rage and indignation, was just on the point of darting around the consiprator's hiding-place, when it suddenly struck him that now
would be a good time to secure evidence of Ralph's plotting.
He paused and reflected that nothing could be accomplished without witnesses. Where could they be found in
time to overhear the rest of the scheme?
Glancing hastily around Harold ·saw the two artillerymen. Their backs were turned, and both were busily engaged cleaning the trunnions of the mortar.
A call or whistle to attract their attention would also
alarm the plotters.
Making up his mind to slip over and bring them to the
spot, Hughes started hurriedly in that direction.
Before he had gone five paces a loud shout came from
the sally-port.
"Hi there, Harold! Have you seen anything of that
cub? I can't find head or tail of him."
Turning quickly, Hughes saw Kirby Chambers appear
in view, waving his hand.
"Confound it! He has spoiled everything now!"
groaned the young cadet, regretfully. He knew that
Ralph would hear the noise and stand his guard.
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It was too late now to help matters, so Harold beckoned
his friend over and said :
"He is behind the bastion with some fellow. I heard
their voices a moment ago. We will walk around and
have this affair done with."
At first he intended to tell Kirby what he had overheard,
but finally concluded to say nothing at present, and think
it over.
Chambers did not wait for further information, but led
the way in a great hurry.
On reaching the other side of the mound, they saw
Ralph just rising to his feet from where he had been sitting on the sloping base of the bastion.
He paled slightly on seeing them, and started toward
the lower entrance, but a stern command from Hughes
brought him to a halt.
"A word with you, Ralph Orth," said the former planting himself in the other's way. "I have a little business
to settle with you."
Just then Ralph's companion started up and walked
toward them.
It was a second-class cadet named Barrett-a burly,
hulking fellow, much disliked for his petty ways and illtreatment of his smaller acquaintances.
"What's all this about, eh?" he demanded, roughly.
Orth shot a meaning glance in his direction, and exclaimed, hurriedly:
"Stand by me, Dick, will you? These cads are going to
attack me."
At that juncture Kirby interposed, and facing the older
cadet, shouted :
~'Now you keep your nose out of this scrap, Dick Barrett. That coward has been running down my chum, and
Hughes is going to make him own up. I am here to see
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fair play, and I won't allow any interference by you or
anybody else."
While speaking he doubled his fists and stood on the
deft-nsiv-e in a mnst scientific manner.
The big cadet glared at him in amazement, then with
a howl of rage drew back his arm and aimed a blow at
Kirby's head.
The latter was expecting it, however, and countered
lightly with his right, at the same time launching out
with his other fist in such a forcible way that Master
Barrett landed on the ground at Kirby's feet, in a highly
excited state of mind.
In ~he meantime Harold was not idle.
Grasping Orth by the collar, he raised his hand threateningly and exclaimed :
"You have got to publicly retract everything you have
said about me at this academy, or I will thrash the life
out of you I"
·

CHAPTER VIII.
THE FIGHT.

"I-I-haven't said anything about you," stammered
Ralph; then beginning to bluster, he added: "Take your
hands off of me ! How dare you attempt to-"
"Did you hear what I said?" sternly demanded Hughes,
giving the collar a twitch. "You've been spreading a
parcel of lies about me, and I want you to promise that
you will contradict them, or I will thrash you within an
inch of your life !"
Young Orth glanced desperately around as if looking
for aid, but his search was without result.
His late ally, Cadet Barrett, had found a match in the
pugnacious Chambers.
The big bully experienced a short moment of the
greatest surprise of his life during the time he laid on the
.
ground.
Always accustomed to receiving an immediate acknowledgment of his prowess when tackling the smaller lads
of the school, he reckoned without his host this time.
However, to tell the truth, Kirby was equally as astonished at the success of his blow. Although he struck out
with the laudable intention of flooring the other, yet when
he found Dick at his feet he was almost inclined to run
for fear of reprisal.
Instantly giving up the idea, he seized a big stick close
by, and, when Barrett struggled erect, made for him with
the determined words :
"Now get out of here, you brute, or I will beat the head
off you!"
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To prove the truth of his threat he whacked his antagonist across the shoulders so shrewdly that the latter
nearly fell to the earth again.
"Let up, confound you!" roared Dick, wild with pain.
"Oh! but I'll kill you when I - - "
Bang, whack!
"No threats, my brave soldier!" replied Kirby, plying
his weapon in a skillful manner. "Now, get! Run home
and tell your mamma."
Barrett made a dash at the mocking lad, and after a
short struggle succeeded in wresting the stick from him.
Then raising it aloft he was just in the act of aiming a
murderous blow at Kirby when Harold, seeing the turn of
affairs, came to the rescue.
"No, you don't!" he cried, grasping the arm holding
the weapon.
One quick jerk and the stick fell to the ground, leaving Dick between two foes.
Wild with fury the bully turned on his new assailant
and grappled with him.
He managed to get in a blow on Hughes that caught
the latter under the chin quite sharply, then following up
the advantage, forced our hero against the end of the
bastion.
His triumph was only momentary, however.
The training from many a rough and tumble scrimmage
in Harold's Western home had taught the lad certain
tricks which he now lost no time in using.
•
Ducking his head to save it from punishment, he caught
Dick around the waist and gave himself a whirl to the
right, the momentum twisting his antagonist sideways.
Not expecting such a manceuvre, Barrett's feet became
tangled up and he fell heavily with Harold on top of him.

"You have got to retract everything you have said."

(See page 52)
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"Give it to him now, Hughes!" shouted Kirby, dancing about excitedly. "Make him surrender !"
But Harold sprang to his feet and stood on the defensive, while Dick also scrambled erect.
"Do you want any more?" demanded the former, squaring off.
Barrett simply contented himself with scowling evilly,
and limped away, leaving the smaller lads in possession of
the field.
"Hurrah! " shouted Chambers, tossing his cap in the
air. Then running up on the bastion he flapped his arms
and crowed like a rooster.
"Come down from there," warned Harold. "You will
attract some of the officers."
Glancing about, he noticed that Ralph had taken advantage of the fracas with Dick and slipped away.
"Such a cowardly desertion of his friend only shows
him up in his true colors," said Hughes to Kirby, as they
straighten ed their apparel before leaving the spot.
"He begged for help quick enough," replied the other,
contemptuously. "But when the shoe was on the other
foot it didn't fit."
"I suppose we can expect trouble from that bully, Dick
Barrett," suggested Harold, thinking of the plot he had
overheard .
"Cert. He'll try and catch us in some out-of-the -way
place alone, and then lick us."
"If he can," laughed our hero. "I think we taught
him a lesson to-day that he won't forget in a hurry.
The whacks you gave him with that club must sting yet."
While crossing the parade-gr ound they saw Lieutenan t
Conrad leave the officers' row and walk toward them.
He signaled Harold to stop. The latter did so, while
Kirby proceeded on his way to the barracks.
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"I have some news for you, my boy," smiled Carey.
"Your great friend the captain has applied for a furlough of one month, and leaves to-night. "
"I am heartily glad to hear it, sir," promptly replied
Hughes. "The air here will be more free during that
time. I wonder if he is going home."
"Perhaps . And if he does I suppose I will hear more
of my visit there. It don't make much difference, however, as that old scamp, Robert Orth, is too badly frightened to say much."
"I hope you will not get into any trouble through me,"
replied his companion, anxiously.
"My shoulder s are broad enough, young man, even
if I do," laughed the lieutenant.
A glance at his stalwart figure showed that it was no
boast. Years of roughing it on the wild Western plains
had given the handsom e officer a frame of iron and a
constitut ion capable of meeting any hardship .
Still Harold did not like the idea of seeing his kind
friend annoyed because of his connection with the Orth
mystery, and he again told him so in plain words.
At that Carey pretende d to grow angry, and told the
cadet that if he did not stop talking on the subject he
would report him at headquar ters for disobedience of
orders.
"And you will not escape so easily this time, sir," he
added, trying to hide the merry twinkle in his eye.
"You are a true friend, Lieutena nt Conrad," replied
Harold, gratefull y. "And I will never forget you."
He then described the late adventur e with Ralph and
Dick Barrett to the great edification of his companion.
After a few moments ' further conversation, Carey
walked on toward the stables, where he was to take part
in the meeting of a board for inspectin g cavalry horses,
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and Hughe s went to the hospital to inquire after his injured room-mate.
He found George doing well, but low-spirited from the
though t that he would be compelled to remain in bed
for several weeks.
This was particu larly unfortu nate, because the school
expecte d to go into camp before many days.
"I wouldn 't mind it so much if this was winter, " he
growle d, tossing about on the hospital cot. "But to think
of you fellows having good times in the tents while I am
laid out here like a spiked gun, makes me mad."
"It is mighty hard, old boy," agreed Harold , sympathetically. "But never mind; you will be all right before
long, and then you can join us. I'll call every day and
tell you the news."
After explain ing his encoun ter with Orth he left for his
room. During the next few days nothin g of interes t
occurred.
The captain departe d on his furloug h, and it soon became evident that he had instruc ted his son to avoid any
trouble with Harold , as the latter only ran across his
enemy at drill or in the mess-hall.
At the end of our hero's third week in the academy
an order was issued from headqu arters that the battalio n
of cadets would move into the summe r camp the following day.
It is the custom at West Point to exercise the studen ts
in actual tent life during the months from July to September.
The transfe r from their more or less stuffy rooms to
the cool freedom of the field is invariably hailed with
delight by both rank and file, and the scene inciden t to the
moving is one of gayety and good fellowship.
Down in one corner of the extensive space formin g
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the centre of the academy is a spot partial ly shaded by
noble old trees.
It is laid out in streets and avenues, and made convenient by perma nent racks for guy ropes and ridge poles.
Here the rows of snow-white tents are placed with the
quickness of discipline, and in an incredibly short time the
whole four hundr ed lads are as much at home as when
in station ary quarte rs.
The class of "plebs " to which Harol d belonged were
station ed at the lower end, directly: under the watch ful
eye of the commandant.
This fact did not preven t the young sters from playin g
sly tricks on each other, however, and, if the white walls
had been suddenly cleared away by an unfrie ndly gust of
wind, the old warrio r then at the head of the school would
have beheld some strang e and comical sights.
A couple of daring spirits occupying the tent next to
Harol d had taken it into their mischievous heads to haze
a new-comer as a fitting dedication of the transf er to
camp.
One of them ran over and broug ht an innocent-looking
packag e from some secret hiding-place under the bluff,
and called Hughe s and the other kindre d friends to witness the ceremony of "devil ing a pleb."
On enteri ng the tent, Harol d Hughe s found Kirby
Chambers enthro ned as the leader.
This did not surpri se him in the least, as he knew that
his lively friend would rather be in mischief than eat.
"Hi, there, old boy; you are just the one we want,"
was Kirby 's boisterous greetin g. "We are going to have
no end of fun, and at the same time teach an innoce nt
freshm an that he is simply a wart on the earth until he
passes his first year."
"The deuce you say!" retorte d Hughe s, catchi ng him
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by the ear. "Just remember, sir, that I am a 'pleb' also,
and not a wart by any means."
"Oh, you're different," explained Chambers, in a conciliatory manner. "You cut your eye-teeth at that courtmartial. Now. for business. What we want to do is
to inveigle that slim chap called Hawkins in here, then
we'H do the rest."

CHAPTER IX.
CAUGHT
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HANDED.

"Do you mean the 'fence-rail' from Kentucky?" asked
Harold, with a grin.
"Yes, the lad that arrived last week with his dad and
a nigger valet. He's the kind we don't want in this academy. We are not dudes, even if that Missouri Congressman does think so. Fancy not sending a cadet from his
district simply because he has an idea it is a 'dude mill,'
to use his words. If he would come here and see us
at spade and shovel drill, he'd change his mind."
"Yes, or travel around the parade-ground for an hour
at double time with only one 'place rest,'" spoke up another youth, whose athletic form showed the good effects
of such exercise.
"I confess from my own experience that outsiders
haven't the least knowledge of West Point," said Hughes,
seriously. "I thought myself that it was only nice uniforms and a soft time when I joined."
"Ha! ha! I guess the belief must have left you yesterday, Hughes," laugqed Chambers. "When I saw you
in the trench with a pick-axe, about two o'clock, the perspiration was rolling from your noble brow like gravy
from a duck's back. And you didn't have on a particularly nice uniform, either."
"That earth-work practice is hard on the muscle at
first," confessed Harold. "It's good exercise, though, and
we shouldn't complain about a little labor. There is nothing degrading in manual labor when it's in a good caus~.n
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"That is just what I want to impress on Hawkins'
mind," chuckled Kirby. "You see, he thinks he is to be
an officer the first thing, and should only stand around
and order other men to do the work. He has altogether
different ideas from his 'pred,'* who is now a second
lieutenant in the seventh cavalry. I understand he was
an honor to his State and to the academy."
"Kentucky boys are all right," remarked Hughes, preparing to leave the tent in search of Hawkins. "You will
find nincompoops from every State, but really, I think
it a good idea to teach this particular one a lesson. He
will be all the better for it."
While he was gone, Kirby and several others perfected
their plans.
It was risky business, this hazing within twenty yards
of the commandant, to say nothing of a dozen cadet officers in the near vicinity, but the fact did not deter the
young scalawags.
The more peril they were in, the better they enjoyed
the fun.
And in this they were no different from other lads of
their age, or other ages, for that matter.
Presently voices were heard outside, and the tent-flap
was thrown back, revealing Harold and a tall, slim youth
with sandy hair.
The latter's face was wreathed with smiles, and he
glanced at the inmates with a cordial .nod of salutation.
"Gentlemen, this is Cadet Hawkins from 'Kaintuck,' "
remarked Harold, solemnly, bowing low as he spoke. "I
carried your invitation to him, and he has agreed to honor
us in our little select gathering."
*Predecessor.
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"Weally, now; don't put it in that light, don't you
know," expostulated Hawkins, weakly. "I-ah-consider
it quite an honoh to visit other members of my-ahdass, don't you know."
He produced a single eye-glass from some mysterious
pocket, and, adjusting it carefully, tried to look important.
Kirby stifled a giggle, and ceremoniously offered
Hawkins a seat on the edge of a cot.
"Pardon me, your royal-I should say, my honored
friend, for asking you to sit on an ordinary cot, but, you
know, we are not allowed any articles of furniture by our
overbearing superior officers, you know; and, you know,
we cannot receive such distinguished guests as yourself,
you know, with becoming propriety, you know."
This remarkable speech was received with a stare of
mild surprise by Hawkins, but it was seen that he felt
flattered at his reception.
He stepped forward, bowing and smiling, and was in
the act of gracefully seating himself when, with an adroit
movement, one of the cadets tripped him up.
Harold was just in time to stifle a shriek of astonishment which came from the dude's lips.
"My gracious! What is-- Mur-- !" squawked
the now terrified youth.
He got no further, as Hughes pressed a restraining
hand on his mouth, effectually checking an alarm.
"Quick, boys!" called out the former, pressing
Hawkins down on the bed. "Get to work or he'll have
the whole camp about our ears."
Chambers thereupon produced a gag made of wood and
cloth, and shoved it into the Kentuckian's mouth. The latter's arms and legs were then securely fastened and he
was placed m an upright position on one of the campstools.
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'.After this had been accomplished, the inmates of the
little tent stood off and admired their work.
"He don't look 'very comfortable,'' chuckled Kirby. "I
guess this is a lesson he didn't anticipate, eh? Well, it
will be one of the most thorough he'll receive in this
academy."
"Do you think he will stand it?" asked one of the boys .
in mock tones of anxiety.
"Oh, yes, I suppose so," replied Chambers, carelessly.
"He's strong, and ought to bear a lot of pain. However,
if he don't, we can't help it. It is far better to cripple
a man at once than to let him impose on the public as
a hardy officer from West Point."
The prisoner writhed uneasily, and turned an imploring
countenance toward Harold. He seemed to be badly
frightened, and was becoming more so every minute.
Harold turned to Chambers and whispered:
"Get the thing over with, my boy, and don't make it
too rough, as the fellow is on the high-road to hysterics
now."
"All right, Hughes,'' replied Kirby; "I don't believe
he is very game myself."
Striding up to the trussed youth, he struck a commanding attitude in front of him and said, sternly :
"Now, look you, my bold lad, I intend giving you a
few pointers in West Point etiquette, and I want you to
pay strict attention. Do you understand?"'
Hawkins nodded eagerly, and tried to answer, but the
gag prevented him.
"You came here from Kentucky as a cadet,'' continued
Chambers, bending forward and lowering his voice impressively. "You should have known before joining the
school that this is no place for dudes or milksops, but an
academy where the youth of America are taught to be
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officers and gentlemen, where they are brought up in the
strictest sense of military discipline, and, moreover, able
to command themselves before being placed where they
command others."
"Hear! hear!" applauded Harold and the others, softly.
Giving them a complacent smile and a wink, Kirby resumed:
"Now, we, the committee upon good morals, have observed your conduct since arriving with sorrow. You do
not come up to the standard, and we concluded it was
our duty to elevate you. For that reason you were brought
here by our companion. Your case 1s a very bad one,
and should receive heroic treatment, but we will see what
can be done in your interest. All of the gentlemen present have passed through the ordeal, and are now manly,
upright, and--"
"Oh!" groaned Hughes and several others, unable to
stand the strain.
"Silence!" commanded Chambers, red in the face from
an overwhelming desire to laugh.
After a moment he continued :
"Now, I intend permitting you to select your trial of
endurance, although that is a favor vouchsafed to few.
You will please listen to the testimony of my comrades,
and then you can pick out a similar punishment from
either one of theirs. ·
Hawkins' eyes were bulging out with fright, and his
face paled and reddened alternately.
Turning to Harold, Kirby solemnly asked:
"What trial did you suffer?"
"Had my ears split, and my nose removed for ten days,"
replied Hughes, promptly.
The callow youth in the chair made an inarticulate
sound that was very like a groan.
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"And you?" continued the leader, addressing another
cadet.
"They unscrewed one of my legs and made me carry
it across the parade-ground in my mouth like a dog," answered the lad, checking a giggle.
Another gasp and a groan.
"What was your trial?" asked Kirby of a third, trying
his best to refrain from roaring with laughter in the
effort.
"Oh, I got off easy. They made me grease the back
of my head with suet aad slide off the library roof at
midnight, when the moon-or the commandant-was
full ."
This was too much. Harold exploded with mirth, and
gave the ingenious cadet such a slap on the back that he
stumbled against the prisoner, upsetting him with a resounding crash.
The accident caused the gag to work loose, and it
dropped from Hawkins' mouth, a fact he no sooner ascertained than he improved the opportunity by emitting a
most unearthly yell.
Harold and Chambers stood aghast.
"Great Scott! we are gone up now!" exclaimed the
latter, ruefully.
"All the officers this side of 'Cro' Nest' will be here
in a second."
"Quick! I see a way out of the difficulty!" exclaimed
Hughes.
"How?" groaned his companions.
In reply the young cadet sprang toward Hawkins, who
was still lying on the floor unable to move, and rolled
him behind the cot, pulling the blanket down so that it
effectually concealed him. Then bidding all except Kirby
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slip under the canvas wall in the rear, he deftly tied a
towel around his face and sat down on one of the stools.
He was just in time.
Several persons were heard approaching outside, and
the flap was suddenly thrown back, revealing the imposing
figure of the commandan t and three or four other officers.
"What is the matter here?" sternly demanded the colonel, eyeing our hero suspiciously.
"Oh! oh! oh! my tooth!" groaned Hughes, rocking
back and forth.
"He is suffering from a sudden toothache," explained
Chambers, gravely. "He came in here to ask me if I
could give him anything, as he didn't care to bother the
doctor, and~-"
At that moment the cot heaved convulsively, and
Hawkins rolled out before the astounded gaze of the
officers I
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For a moment there was a dead silence, then the command ant, turnin g his face away to conceal a fleeting smile,
iaid griml y:
"And is this young ster suffer ing from toothache, also?"
Kirby blushed guilti ly and replie d:
"No, sir; I-I-t hink he is not feeling well, and --"
"Not feeling well? " interr upted the colonel, unable to
restra in a hearty laugh. "Well , I should say-h a! ha!him
he isn't. Neith er would I in that condition. Release
at once."
Chambers obeyed with alacrity. He took heart from
that
the officer's face, and made up his mind to keep
le.
possib
if
r
worth y in good humo
Hawk ins slowly rose to his feet when the ropes were
a
removed, and stood starin g from one to the other in
vacan t manner.
"Wha t is the matte r with you, sir?" asked the comcot
mar..dant, sternly. "How did you come behind that
er?"
mann
ceful
tied in such a disgra
The cadet looked at Harol d and Kirby as if fearin g to
'·
answer.
and
face
his
from
towel
the
d
At that Hugh es dashe
drew himse lf up stiffly. Remo ving his cap in salutation,
he said, in a quiet, determ ined voice:
"Cade t Hawk ins is not to blame, sir. I asked him in
any
this tent, and tried to teach him a little manliness. If
sir."
I,
is
it
this,
one is to be punis hed for
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"No, no, sir," spoke up Kirby, eagerly. "I am to blame.
Hughes was invited by me to help teach Hawkins the
ropes, and--"
"That will do," interrupted the colonel. "I am surprised to see such conduct in camp, and especially from
a couple of intelligent lads like you. Go to your proper
quarters, and remain there until sunset. In the meantime,
I will consider the matter."
As he moved away the genial old warrior-a former
graduate of West Point himself-said slyly to Harold:
"I think you had better report to the surgeon on duty
and ask him to extract that troublesome tooth. It has
caused you enough worry."
When he had disappeared Harold observed Kirby going
through an elaborate pantomime in one corner of the tent.
The merry lad was pretending to work a pair of dental
forceps on the head of the cot, at the same time making
horrible faces as if expiring with agony.
Even Hawkins laughed.
"By Jove! don't you know," said the latter. "That is
deuced funny. But, I say, you fellows have been playing what the vulgar call 'taffy' on me, don't you know.
Not that I mind a little sport, but you-ah-frightened
me quite strongly, don't you know."
Chambers stopped his antics to s~are at the youth in
surprise.
"Why, the gilly is still alive, Hughes. This will never
do. He has failed to stand the test, and we must--"
"No more of that, confound you!" retorted Harold,
shaking his head. "We are good for a couple of demerits
as it is, and I think we don't need any more this day.
Hawkins, you had better skip for your tent and lay low.
Keep your precious mouth shut about this affair, and perhaps we will release you from any further trouble."
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The cadet from Kentucky did not require any stronger
invitation, but left at once, still a little dazed.
"Well, I suppose I had better have it over with," sighed
Hughes.
"Have what over with?" asked Chambers.
"Why, this tooth-pulling. The old man meant what he
said, and I'll wager a pair of socks to a paper collar that
he will find occasion to look in my mouth before morning."
Kirby fell back on the cot and shook with laughter.
"You don't mean to say-ha! ha !-that you intend losing a tooth, old boy?" he gasped.
"Y-yes, but I have a hollow one that won't count much."
After giving his friend a reproachful glance, our hero
left the tent and walked over to the surgeon's headquarters.
He found one of them in attendance and promptly explained his wish.
It did not take long to perform the operation, and
Hugh es soon returned to his company bearing the tooth
as a souvenir.
That afternoon about an hour after dress parade, Kirby
called Harold to one side in a mysterious manner.
"I have just heard a bit of news that will interest you,
chum," whispered the former, cautiously. "You remember that big brute, Dick Barrett, in the third class?"
"Yes; the fellow we had a fight with last week."
"Well, he has concocted some kind of a plot against
one of the cadets, and is going to carry it out to-night."
"What is it?"
"I didn't hear all the particulars, but it is bad enough,
and we want to stop it if possible. You know his tent is
next to mine, and he bunks with that precious acquaintance of yours-Ralph Orth. Well, just before retreat I
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got in behind my place to tighten a guy-rope, when I
heard the big bully say something in a loud voice about
not making another step if he didn't get the whole thousand. Then his companion, who I think was Orth himself, said something I couldn't hear, and for a minute
they talked softly."
"What do you suppose they meant?" asked Harold,
thoughtfully, then he suddenly remembered the conversation he had overheard back of the bastion, and it all became clear to him.
Before explaining it to Kirby, he waited for that lad to
finish his story.
"Just before I got through with my little job, I heard
Dick Barrett say: 'Well, we will cook his goose to-night,
then, after taps, eh?' and the other fellow laughed and
said that would do. Now, I don't know who they were
talking about, nor what they meant to do, but I am sure
it is some dirty trick."
"Did you hear anything that would give an inkling of
their plan?" anxiously asked Hughes. "Try and recall
some expression or word that would help us to ascer~
tain their purpose."
Kirby glanced at his companion in surprise.
"Why, you seem deeply interested in the affair."
"I have cause to be," replied Harold, grimly. "I am
the fellow they are after."
"What ! You?"
"Yes, your humble servant. It is some despicable plot
formulated by that coward, Ralph Orth, to get even with
me."
He briefly explained the conversation heard on the
memorable day of the fight, to the great indignation of
Chambers.
"Confound them I they will have to get up pretty early
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if they succeed !" he exclaimed, then gazing reflectively at
his compa nion, he added :
"This puts a different face on the subject , Harold . I
will try and think if I-yes, by Jove I I have it. Dick
mentio ned someth ing about a bottle of rum, but what he
meant, I don't know."
"Mayb e it was to slip it into my tent, or near by, and
then tell the officer of the day?" sugges ted Hughe s, trying to stimula te Kirby' s memor y, but withou t result.
"I guess that was what he intende d doing. Howev er,
we are warned , and can watch them."
"Well, if he tries it, and I catch him, the cur can trust
to a good beating , if it is midnig ht I" exclaimed Harold ,
threate ningly.
Mess call sounde d just then, and the two friends separated, after agreein g to meet that night at taps.
When the last notes of the bugle died away, Hughe s
heard a low "hist" just outside of his tent.
The sound came from the right, and appare ntly between his canvas quarter s and the one next door.
His room-m ate was sound asleep, ha:;;ing retired
shortly after tattoo, so the coast seemed clear for succeedin g events.
Creepi ng out of bed fully dressed, Harold stoope d
down and lifted the canvas a few inches, reveali ng to his
expect ant gaze the familiar face of his ,friend Chamb ers.
"Hurry up and come out here," whispe red the latter,
gleefully. "I see some one approa ching."
It was but the work of a momen t for the active cadet
to slip under the wall, and he soon occupied a place
next his friend.
The night was dark, but a lamp or gas-jet placed here
and there in the compa ny street gave a dim, subdue d
light.
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Presently a shadowy figure slipped into view, and,
halting in front of Hughes' tent, threw a package inside
so that it would strike near. the cot.
A slight thud came to their ears, and then Harold
stepped out and brought his hand down on the mysterious visitor's shoulder.
"What are you doing here?" he demanded, sternly.
Kirby came up just then, and with a quick wrench
tore away a sash the fellow wore around the lower part
of his face, and Dick Barrett stood revealed.
His ugly face was pale, and he panted for breath, as if
terribly excited.
"Wh-what do you want?" he stammered, trying to
break away, but Hughes stopped him by grasping his
arm in a tight grip.
"None of that, you dog!" he said. "You are caught
fair and square, and I am going to take you to the officer
of the day."
Dick glanced hastily from side to side, as if meditating a dash for liberty, but seeing the impossibility of it, he
gave in and implored to be released.
"I didn't mean any harm, Hughes," he quavered, badly
frightened at the prospect of being exposed. "It was
only a joke, and if you won't say anything about it I will
make it all right with you."
Harold gave the cowering wretch a contemptuo us
glance and then sternly bade him enter the tent.
"We will see what you threw in there."
Barrett went in very unwillingly, but he was compelled
to under the circumstanc es-said circumstances being
an old rusty bayonet Kirby had picked up, and which he
used as a persuader on the fellow's flank.

CHAPTER XI.
HAROI,D IS SHOT
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On reaching the interior, Harold felt about until he
found the object. He was ably guided by a pungent
odor of rum which had become very perceptible in the
close atmosphere.
On being opened, the package disclosed to view a small
flask filled to the neck with liquor.
The discovery of spirits on a cadet or anywhere inside
the academy grounds is a very serious offense according
to the wise rules of the Government, and any infraction
generally carries instant dismissal as a punishment.
Hughes knew this thoroughly, and the evident attempt
to fasten such a charge on him aroused his indignation.
"Do you call this a joke?" he asked, angrily. "You
won't help yourself by lying, Dick Barrett, so you might
as well own up. I know you are not doing this dirty
work on your own account, so if you want any mercy
from me, confess who the real instigator is."
The three lads were standing close to Harold's cot, and
the conversation was carried on in whispers, so that
nothing could be heard by the cadet officers on patrol.
At first Dick hesitated, but a short word of demand
from Hughes caused him to at last reply that he would
tell all.
"If you will promise to say nothing about it, I'll explain the whole affair. It was Ralph Orth who put me
up to this. He offered me a certain sum of money if
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I would throw that bottle in your tent, and-and I agreed
to do it. I am sorry that--"
"Oh, shut up!" interrupte d Hughes, roughly. "I don't
want to hear any expression s of regret from you, as I
know they are false. Now, I am going to explain the
whole business to the commanda nt and see if my esteemed
friend Orth can stay in this academy any longer."
"Please don't do that," pleaded Barrett, earnestly. "If
you make the matter public, I will be dismissed also.
I have three sisters to support. If you will only let it go,
I'll keep an eye on Ralph myself and see that he don't
bother you again. Please, Mr. Hughes, please don't tell
the commanda nt."
The young scamp's whining tone so incensed Kirby.
that he gave him a jab with the bayonet, almost causing
Dick to cry aloud with pain.
Harold was undecided .
The utter meanness of the plot had incensed him so
that he felt like crying out for the guard then and there,
but Barrett's pleading tone and the announcem ent that
he had sisters dependent upon him had its weight.
He, too, had some one looking to him for support, and
it was that recollection which caused him to at last say:
"Dick Barrett, you are a scoundrel, and I haven't the
slightest sympathy for you. If any one deserves dismissal it is you and that cur, Ralph Orth; but I don't
want to see others punished for your action, so I will let
this matter go. However, if you don't walk a straight
line and shun Ralph I'll make a report of this business
to the colonel commanda nt. Now get out of here and
take your vile poison !"
The culprit lost no time in obeying the order. Almost
before Harold had finished speaking, he was at the entrance and out of sight
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"I am afraid you have made a mistake, Hughes," whispered Chambers.
"Perhaps so, old boy, but I couldn't help it. You know
there may be truth in his story about his sisters, and I'd
hate to see them suffer for his misdeeds."
"Well, we caught him, anyway, and foiled the plot.
Heigho ! I am getting sleepy. Ta, ta; see you tomorrow. Good-nigh t."
"Good-nig ht, Kirby. I am awfully obliged for your
informatio n concernin g this affair. If you hadn't told
me I might be goinc- to bed in the guard-ten t now instead
of my own little cot, eh?"
"Oh, that's all right. I got some fun out of it, and that
is what I am looking for."
As Harold was retiring, his room-mate, a lad named
Caldwell, sleepily asked what the row was .about, but the
cadet abruptly told him to mind his own business, and
before long the little tent was quiet save for the heavy
breathing of the two slumberin g boys.
At reveille the following morning Hughes and Kirby
eyed Ralph Orth narrowly, but the fellow made no sign
indicating the failure of his plan.
As they were leaving the ranks Chambers muttered:
"The two have communicated with each other, or Orth
would show surprise."
"No doubt, but I'll wager they won't let me catch
them at it," grimly replied Harold.
Nor did they for many weeks, but he knew, nevertheless, that out of his sight they were as thick as the proverbial fleas of the Orient.
The first month after moving to the summer camp was
devoted to daily drills at the manual of arms and company formations, then came the annual target practice.
Harold studied hard, and for several weeks after his
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little encounter with Dick Barrett, paid strict attention
to the different routine manceuvres.
Naturally bright, and possessed of a retentive memory,
he showed great progress in his studies, and gave promise
of making one of the most brilliant graduates.
His ambition was the cavalry arm of the service, whose
dashing records in our many wars with the hostiles read
to him like the tales of knight errantry and inspired in
his youthful breast a desire to make one of them.
He knew that only those passing high in the final examination would be allowed to select their future regiments, so he pored over the numerous text-books, and
secluded himself as much as possible from temptation, to
the great disgust of Kirby Chambers and George West.
The lattdr had finally recovered from his injury, and
now formed one of the cadets in camp. He renewed
his friendship with Harold, and tried hard to include him
in their frolics, but without success.
"You fellows can spend your time in running around,"
said Hughes one day, looking up at his tormentors from
a huge volume on fortifications; "but when the final examinations are held you'll find yourselves 'plucked' for
honors, if not 'bilged' altogether. I have 'fessed cold'
long enough, and now I am going to quit being an 'immortal' and 'bone demerits' the rest of the term."
"Oh, what's the use of working so hard the first year?"
replied Kirby, with a yawn. "My plan is to just take
it easy and watch things for a while, then pitch in for the
'exams' in time to 'tear my shirt' for the next term."
For the benefit of those readers who are not conversant
with the peculiar and flowing language common at the
academy, it will be well to explain that Chambers did
not really mean to rend his wearing apparel, but simply
to learn enough to pass easy.
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And Harold's free and easy use of West Point slang
would convey to a fellow pupil that he had been very
poor in recitations long enough, and that he was going
to leave the bottom of the class and shun bad marks
the rest of the term, while the others, if they did not
reform, would not only find themselves de£rived of
honors, but would fail to pass entirely.
The day following the above characteristic conversation, the "plebs" were called out to target practice.
The yearly practice was held in the regular grounds
devoted to the purpose, and the company of cadets was
marched there in the early morning directly after breakfast, so that plenty of time could be secured for all.
The firing butts, as they were termed, were excavations
in the ground forming a small chamber, to which the
markers would retire during the firing.
Above these were the swinging targets, arranged so
they could be easily inspected by the boys on duty there.
Each marksman had to take his turn in the butts after
making his score, thus giving each a chance to become
familiar with the system.
On the way out, West, who was next to Harold in tht
column of fours, managed to whisper that he had heard
a rumor as to Ralph Orth's proficiency as a sharpshooter.
He has been telling all hands that he was the best
shot in a cadet company he belonged to out West.
Hughes laughed quietly, and replied:
"He is lying, as usual. I can remember that he stood
twenty out of a score of our boys, which is hardly the
head of the class, without you count from the other end.
What a silly thing it is to boast about what a fellow can
do when he knows he will be caught!"
After reaching the g rounds, Hughes was among the
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first to fire, making an average of eighteen out of twentyfive-very good for a novice.
He qualified as a marksman at the two and three hundred yard ranges, but just. missed the five hundred score
by one point. The officer in charge complimented him
and said that he would no doubt leave the academy a
"badge" sharpshooter.
He then ordered him to act as a marker at the butts,
at the same time warning him to be extremely careful
about exposing himself without first hoisting the red
"danger" flag.
Harold found George down in the excavation hard at
work covering the holes in the target with little pasters.
He looketl up as our hero descended the ladder, and
said, with a comical grimace :
"It is easy to find your 'spots,' chum, as they are all
near the bull's-eye."
"That is the place I aimed at, George," replied Hughes,
laughingly. "By the way, my boy, I have brought down
a little invention of mine by which we can keep our eye
on the firing station without exposing ourselves."
As he spoke he produced a small square fragment of
mirror which he adjusted against the bank of earth back
of the target. It answered the purpose, giving them a
faint view of the marksmen.
vVest was lost in admiration, and, when all was in readiness for the next score, he took a peep to see who fired
first.
"It's that townsman of yours," he announced moment
later.
"Who ? Orth ?"
"Yes, that identical chap. Now, we will see how his
boast comes out."
Just then a sharp gust of wind caught the exposed end
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of the target and tore the corner slightly. It required
immediate repairing, so Harold hoisted the red signal
and climbed out of the excavation.
A loud shout of warning came to his ears as he did
so, and, turning, he saw Ralph at the two-hundred -yard
station with rifle aimed directly at him.
There was a sharp report, a confused cry of horror,
and Hughes fell prostrate l

CHAPTER XII.
THE MYSTERIOUS LETTER.

For a moment the crowd of officers and cadets standing
at the butts remained quiet-the silence of stupefaction!
Then, with one accord, they rushed to where the figure
lay outstretched on the sloping sward above the target pit.
All save one started toward the wounded lad, and that
one was Kirby Chambers.
With face blanched to the whiteness of paper, he stood
and glared steadily at the trembling form of Ralph Orth,
then, moving slowly over, he grasped the latter by the
arm and said, in a voice he did not recognize as his own :
"You-you murderer! You have killed the best boy
in this academy, and you shall hang for it if there is rope
enough on earth!"
Ralph had dropped the gun immediately after firing
the fatal shot, and he now groveled almost to the earth
in a complete collapse from terror.
"I did not mean to shoot him!" he wailed, hiding his
ashen countenance from the other's accusing gaze. "It
was all an accident."
"You lie!" shouted Chambers, hotly. "We warned
you not to shoot, and you deliberately took aim and pulled
the trigger."
At that juncture the commandant and several surgeons
came hurrying up, and the former overheard Kirby's
accusation.
He stopped and said sternly:
"That will do, young man. The proper authorities will
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fix the blame where it belongs. Return to your quarte rs
at once, or I will have you punish ed."
The rebuke d cadet obeyed promp tly, realizi ng the truth
of the colonel's words .
After recove ring from his natura l anger, he knew that
justice would ascert ain the truth, as it always does at
West Point.
In the meant ime, Harol d had been placed on a temporary stretch er and carefu lly exami ned by the chief
surgeo n.
Those standi ng near, from the cadets lately joined to
the oldest commissioned officer, awaite d the doctor 's verdict with bated breath . They all liked Hughe s, withou t
one except ion, and when at last the skillful medical expert
raised his head with a smile and annou nced that the lad
had only received a slight wound of the scalp, the entire
crowd joined in a rousin g cheer.
The sound reache d Kirby' s ears as he was march ing
madly away in obedience to the comm andan t's orders ,
and he halted as if paraly zed.
He well know the impor t of the cheer, and, forget ting
discipline and everyt hing else, ran back to Harol d's side
like a deer.
His presen ce was unnoti ced in the excite ment, and he
manag ed to reach the stretch er just as Hughe s opened his
eyes for the first time since receiv ing the wound .
If it had not been for the surgeo n's stern interfe rence
the injure d lad would have been compelled to hold a
regula r reception, and probab ly shake hands with the
entire post.
As it was, Doctor Rodge rs caugh t Chamb ers pattin g
Harol d on the should er in boyish sympa thy, and had to
threat en him with a month in the hospit al before he could
drive the scamp away.
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By this time an ambulance had arrived, and the transfer
to sick quarters was made without loss of time.
After seeing this attende d to, the colonel ordered rifle
practice discontinued for the day, and sent an orderly
to bring Cadet Ralph Orth before him in the camp office.
The tremblin g youth, looking the picture of despair,
was speedily found and conducted to the place designa ted
by a sergean t of the guard.
Then the comman dant called as witnesses all those attending target drill, and commenced the prelimin ary examination.
On being questioned, Ralph stamme red through an explanation, stating that he had been called upon to fire
and was just in the act of pulling the trigger when Cadet
Hughes stepped into the range and was shot.
"Didn't -you see him in time to lower your rifle, or at
least fire in the air?" asked the colonel, sternly. ·
Orth hesitated, and then replied :
"No-n o, sir; I had already pressed the trigger when
I saw him."
A low murmu r ran through the numero us witnesses,
and each looked at the other meaningly.
"Silenc e!" commanded the officer, but he had heard
the significant noise, and could not mistake its meaning.
His brow clouded over, and a grim purpose could be
seen in his face.
"That will do, sir. Stand back until I examine the witnesses," he said, motioni ng to the sergean t to keep watch
over the prisoner.
"Who was standin g nearest to the marksm an when
he fired?" was asked next.
Two lads stepped forward simultaneously.
They were Kirby Chambers and Dick Barrett.
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On seeing the latter, Ralph's anxious face cleared
slightly, and he gave a sigh of reiief.
"What did you see?" the colonel then asked, addressing Kirby.
"I was standing within three feet of the prisoner, sir,
and I distinctly saw him raise his rifle after we had called
out the warning!" replied the lad, clearly, and in a loud
voice. "And, moreover, he heard us in time to hold
the shot without any doubt."
"Take care, sir!" warned the colonel, sharply, his face
becoming very grave. "You are testifying to a very
serious charge."
Chambers doggedly repeated his words, and the cadetadj utant was ordered to make a note of the testimony.
"Now, sir; what have you to say concerning this case?"
the commandan t asked Barrett.
The latter gave Ralph a quick glance, and replied:
"I was ·standing between the prisoner and Cadet Chambers, sir, and .saw the whole affair more plainly than h~
did. I know Orth could not have withheld his fire, as
Hughes popped up unexpectedly just as the prisoner
pulled the trigger. I am positive, because I was looking
at the target when the rifle was raised, and I didn't see
the wounded cadet."
Kirby stared at Dick incredulously for a second, then,
turning excitedly to the colonel, cried:
"Don't believe him, sir; he was not standing between--"
"That will do! Silence, sir!" roared the now exasperated officer. "I will put you in the guard-house immediately, you scamp, if you say another word without permission!"
Poor Kirby realized that his impetuous temper had involved him in more trouble, and he remained silent.
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After glaring around the tent for a brief space, the
comman dant examine d several other cadets without ascertaini ng anythin g new, and then said to Barrett :
"Will you take an oath to this ?"
"Yes, sir," promptl y replied the lad.
"Well, in that case, I think it best to dismiss the court
of inquiry. It is impossible for me to believe that a cadet
at this academy would deliberately try to kill another
one, so we will let the affair rest where it is."
Ralph's face bore a very triumph ant express ion as he
passed Kirby on leaving the office-tent, but he refraine d
from chancin g a remark.
The latter hurried over to the hospital, and, after pleading with the surgeon for permission to see his friend,
was finally allowed to talk with Harold for several moments.
"I tell you, I firmly believe the villain meant to shoot
you, old boy," he exclaimed, after relating the scene at
the court of inquiry.
"Possib ly he did," admitte d Hughes , thought fully.
"But it can not be proven under the circumstances. However, all is well that ends well, and the doctor says that
I will be out in a few days. Until that time you keep a
sharp lookout on both Ralph and Barrett. "
The following Monday found Hughes restored to his
company with only a partially healed scar to show for his
narrow escape. The doctor had given orders to have
him relieved from heavy drill for that month, so he did
not take part in the regular manceuvres for some time.
It did not interfer e with his studies, however, and he
gained in one branch what he lost in another .
Captain Orth had returned from his furloug h several
weeks previous, but the young cadet only caught an occasional glimpse of him.
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Carey Conrad, the lieutena nt, was on official duties at
Washin gton, and Harold had not seen him for some
time, but one night he found a letter in the mail-ba g
address ed in his friend's well-known handwr iting.
Hastily tearing it open, he read the following startling
request :
"Dear Harold :-Leav e the post to-nigh t at eleven
o'clock and come to Highlan d Falls without delay. Do
not mention this to any one, nor ask the comman der for
permission. Do not fail, as it is a matter of life and
death. Meet me midway between cross-ro ads and the
C. C."
town. Your mother is here. Yours,
"Great Scott!" was all Hughes could say for a while,
reading the letter over again.
If old Fort Putnam had suddenl y become peopled with
a band of Revolut ionary heroes he would not have been
more surprise d than at receivin g such a request from his
firm friend and monitor .
It meant that he was to slip out of the academ y
grounds in the middle of the night, and elude the differen t
sentries statione d here and there, and then make hi's way
to the little village of Highlan d Falls, about two miles
toward the south.
And then there was the short item stating that his
mother was also there.
This was the most surprisi ng part of the whole affair,
as he had every reason to believe she was still in Riverside in the far distant State of Indiana .
Still, there was no gainsay ing the letter-i t was certainly written by Carey Conrad .
While he was ponderi ng over it Kirby Chambe rs came
strollin1t up, and, seeing the note in his hands, made a
laughin g remark concern ing love letters and other sentimental communications.
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It suddenly struck Harold that it would be a wise idea
to take Kirby with him in case of trouble. so he broached
the subject and met with an immediate and eager consent.
Several hours after that the two lads crept from their
tents and started on a journey that proved to be fraught
with grave peril and innumerable surprises.

CHAPTER XIII.
OU'l' OF CAMP.

Luckily the night was dark, so the two boys had no
difficulty in slipping out of the camp.
Kirby, who was better acquainted with the locality,
took the lead.
They dodged along in the shadow of the tents, and,
after several narrow escapes, found themselves in the
dry moat of the practice fort.
Pacing up and down its banks was a sentry, his footsteps sounding harsh and grating on the silent air.
"That's the fellow we want to look out for," whispered
Chambers, as they crouched flat on the ground, watching
his approach. "If we only manage to escape his eye,
yVe are all right for a while. From here to the-"
He suddenly ceased speaking, alarmed at the unexpected halting of the muffled figure directly above them .
... He is looking straight at us," breathed Harold, ducking his head involuntarily. "Great Scott! what if he
should shoot?"
"He won't do that, but if he sees us, the jig is up,"
replied Chambers, in the same tone. "If he calls out, it
is best to give up, as he will awaken the camp, and every
tent will be searched for absentees."
Fortunately the occasion did not arise. The sentinel
presently turned away, and, to the cadets' unbounded relief, moved toward the other end of his post.
"That was a close shave, old fellow," remarked Kirby,
as they crawled along the moat in the direction of the
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artillery barracks. "However, I guess he didn't see anything-buried in thought, probably.
"Now, the way we want to go is across this side of the
parade-ground until we strike Trophy Park, and then behind the officers' quarters to the side of the mountain.
There is a path half-way up to old Fort Putnam that will
take us to the cross-roads."
While speaking, he led the way out of the grass-covered
ditch, and started along the edge of the parade for cavalry.
They were destined to not get out of the grounds with·
out another adventure, however, and it almost led to their
ignominious capture.
While slipping past the West Point Hotel, a dMr was
suddenly thrown open, sending a stream of light directly
on them.
A sound of laughter came from inside ; and two officers stepped out on the piazza in full view.
Harold instantly recognized in one of them his enemy,
Captain Orth.
For a second the lads stopped as if turned to stone,
then Chambers wheeled around and dashed away at the
top of his speed, with Hughes right after him.
The latter heard one of the officers utter a quick exclamation of surprise; then both of them sprang to the
ground, and followed the fleeing cadets.
"Make for the tennis-court," called out Chambers,
when his companion had advised him of the pursuit.
This was a sunken place almost in the centre of the
northernmost end of the parade-a natural ravine where
the British spy, Major Andre, met his fate; and known
in local parlance as "Gallows Hollow."
It was now given up to the social game of tennis, and
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where the brave English officer died can now be heard
the merry shouts of youthful sportsmen.
It did not take the boys long to reach its edge, but
when they scrambled down the sides their pursuers were
~lmost at their heels.
Suddenly one of the latter called out:
"Stop, or we will fire!"
At the command, Kirby slackened his pace, but Harold
darted past him, saying:
"Come on! Don't be afraid of them; they dare not
s'hoot."
It was merely a conjecture on his part, but it proved
true.
Chambers took heart and followed his chum to the
bottom of the court, where they hid near a netting-box.
The two officers halted at top of the hollow and debated
over the advisability of calling the guard.
Hughes and Kirby heard one of them say that it ought
to be done. Then the captain replied :
"Ah, let them go! We were boys once ourselves, and
I dare say you 'cut' out of camp more than once."
"Fancy that beggar siding with us!" whispered Chambers.
Harold thought it extremely strange, but learned soon
after that it was not sympathy that caused Orth to display
such a tender heart.
Presently their neighbors moved away, evidently concluding to let them escape.
"Don't stir yet," warned Hughes, seeing that his companion was preparing to depart. "They may be trying
a bluff, and are waiting up there for us to show ourselves."
"What if they go to camp and give the alarm?" sud-
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denly asked Kirby. "If they do we will be caught sure,
as the whole guard will turn out and search the grounds."
"Well,' what shall we do about it?"
"We might skirt around the fort and get in bed before
they can reach our tents. Hadn't we better try 1t ?"
Hughes thought of the mysterious letter, and replied
firmly:
"No; I will not go back now, Kirby, but I cannot ask
you to come with me under the circumstances, and risk
your commission."
"The commission be hanged !" replied the other, then
he grasped his companion's hand and added, with spirit:
"I started out on this trip with you, and I am not
going to back out. I don't know what your object is for
wishing to reach Highland Falls to-night, arid I don't care
much, but it must be something important or else you
wouldn't go-that's all."
Harold had only told his friend that he was bound
to be in the village before midnight, but not why. Now,
he felt that such devotion was worthy of greater confidence, and he explained the contents of the letter in a
few words.
"You don't mean to say that Lieutenant Conrad has
written you to 'leg it?' " asked his auditor, incredulously.
"That's just what he has done."
"Well, I declare ! There must be something in it of
great importance, or he wouldn't advise you to do such
a thing. Ar:e you sure it is his handwriting?"
"If it isn't, it's a splendid forgery, and I don't believe
Conrad himself could doubt it," replied Harold.
"Well, come on. The coast seems to be clear now."
They made the best of their way to the parade-ground ,
but opposite to where they had descended.
The night was too dark to see across the hollow, but
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no sound indicative of possible neighbors came to their
ears, so the two cadets moved warily in the direction of
the officers' quarters, and soon reached the side of the
mountains.
Here Kirby again took the lead, and made such rapid
speed that Harold asked, in some surprise:
"You must have taken this trip before, haven't you?"
His chum chuckled· softly to himself, and replied:
"Many a time, young fellow, and it is a lucky thing
for you, as I know the way out like a book."
Presently they struck a thick copse, and travel became
more difficult.
"There is a path around here somewhere," remarked
Kirby, after changing his direction several times. "I wish
the moon would come out and give us a little light on
the subject. Ah! here it is."
While speaking he ran against a huge tree stump.
The sudden contact gave him a sharp blow on the forehead, but he did not mind that.
"This marks the commencement of the path," he explained, rubbing the injured spot. "From there it is only
a mile to the cross-roads, but I want to take you somewhere else first."
"What for?" asked Harold, in surprise.
"Never you mind," replied Kirby, mysteriously. "Just
come along and say nothing. I have been upon these
journeys before, and I know what I am about."
Harold obeyed in silence, but he felt rather annoyed
at the apparent loss of time. Still, he could not complain. He would have had a sorry job of it finding his
way to the Falls without Chambers' aid.
They had now struck a path of ample width, and it
enabled them to move along at a fair rate of speed.
The leader seemed to be thoroughly at home even in
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the intense darkness, so Hughes followed close to his
heels, and thought over the strange summons.
"Why on earth didn't Carey come to the post and see
me? And why did not mother? " he asked himself, ha!(
aloud.
The more he pondered over it, the greater seemed the
mystery. It was evident the lieutenan t had some weighty
reason for asking him to break one of the most stringen t
and importan t rules of the academy.
If not, he certainly was not the man to make the request. Just then Kirby halted, and, stooping down,
parted the bushes at one side.
"Now, watch out for thorns, chum," he advised. "We
are going in here, and there are lots of places you will
get your face scratched if you don't look out."
"Where on earth are you going, Kirby?" asked Harold, in reply. "What do you call this layout?"
"Didn't I dun tol' you to nebber mind, as our friend
Hawkins would say?" answered Chambers, with a grin.
"You just keep quiet and say nothing, I'll give you a surprise in a moment. "
Hughes could hear him break through the underbru sh
ahead, and he followed with a sigh.
Presently he found himself in a little clearing, apparently about the size of an ordinary room.
Then a match cracked, and a tiny flame illumined the
surround ings, revealing a rude hut of tree branches and
bark at one end.
"What do you think of this, eh?" asked the leader,
chuckling. "Now, I am going to light a lamp in the castle, as we call it, and give you a suit of citizen's clothes
to wear instead of that tell-tale gray uniform. That is
why I brought you here."

CHAPTER XIV.
HAZED!

Harold instantly saw the wisdom of his companion's
idea.
The cadet uniform was certainly familiar to every inhabitant of the surrounding country, and a lad observed
in that guise outside the academy would be immediately
put down as a deserter, or on leave without permission.
· "I told you I had a surprise in store," grinned Kirby,
selecting an outfit from an odd collection of suits, and
handing it to Hughes. "Now, doff those garments and
see if these fit you."
· As our hero was not very fastidious, he soon found a
coat and trousers to meet his requirements, and donned
them at once.
Chambers did likewise.
"Now, we are all fixed, as tough as they make them.
It will take a person of mighty keen perception, or a
mind-reader, to associate us with Uncle Sam's West
Pointers."
"I should say so," replied Harold, emphatically, surveying his rather disreputable figure in a mirror some
vain cadet had placed in the little hut.
"Oh, I could do better if we were going to a blowout," added Kirby, complacently. "But as you said you
were only to meet the lieutenant in the dark, I thought
this would answer."
"It is all right, old boy, and I am glad to have even
this disguise," hastily answered his companion.
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Chamb ers extingu ished the lamp after seeing that
everyth ing had been secured, and led the way back to the
path.
"Of course it is not necessary to ask you to keep silent
about the locatio n of our castle," he remark ed, apologetically. "You see, only a few of the boys know about
it, and we don't care to have the scheme commo n property, or it would be destroy ed by the authori ties in a
jiffy."
If Hughe s had not thorou ghly liked Chamb ers, he
would have felt hurt at the remark , but he knew the lad
was only solicitous for his schoolmate's welfare, so he
merely answer ed that nothin g could induce him to endanger the "castle ."
"By the way!" exclaim ed Kirby, stoppin g sudden ly,
and speaki ng in a low tone, "it has just struck me that
some of the first-class may have 'legged it' to-nigh t. In
that case we may meet them around here, so keep your
ears open. If we should run into them unexpectedly, they
might shoot, as any numbe r of the boys carry revolvers
while out of bounds ."
Harold promis ed to keep a sharp lookou t, and it is
well he did so, as they had not gone a quarte r of a mile
when he heard a slight commotion in the bushes near
where they were passing .
It was over in an instant , but in that time he though t
he heard a voice.
"There is some one to the right of us, Kirby, " he
whispered, slippin g up alongsi de of that lad. "Sh-h- h !
didn't you hear that?"
Before his compa nion could reply, several boys burst
into the path, and advanc ed toward them.
"Halt where you are!" called out one, seeing Chambers make an involun tary movem ent toward the rear.
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The sharp click of a trigger accentuate d his command,
and the two cadets stood still.
The moon had risen since leaving the academy
grounds, and it now beamed down with sufficient light
to render objects faintly visible.
By its rays, Harold saw there were four of the newcomers, all dressed in the familiar gray uniform.
They advanced rather cautiously , as Hughes and his
chum looked somewhat "trampish " in the uncertain light.
"Don't you move a finger or I will fire," added the
one holding the pistol.
The warning was not needed, as neither Chambers or
our hero had any idea of running, now that they recognized the others.
Several moments later, Hughes regretted that he had
not taken leave of 'the party without ceremony.
"Well, I declare, if it isn't young Chambers of the third
class!" exclaimed a cadet on approachi ng closer.
"Get out, you don't say!" echoed the rest, grinning
with pleasure.
"What in the duse are you kids doing up here in that
rig?" asked the first speaker, who seemed to be the leader
of the little party.
Kirby did not like being addressed in such a manner,
hut he answered politely enough:
"Oh, just out for a stroll. Where are you fellows
going?"
"Listen to him! Fancy the cheek of the young beggar! We will have to teach him how to address his superiors," and like remarks came from the senior cadets.
Chambers turned rather pale, while Harold 's heart
sank within him at the overbearin g tone of the others.
He thought of his object in leaving the grounds, and

96

Hazed.

resolved to try and get away without detention, but he
reckoned without his host.
Stepping forward, he said, hurriedly:
"Come on, Kirby, or we will be late. These gentlemen will excuse us, I know."
"How do you know we will, my young bantam?"
roughly replied the leader.
His words were the signal for the rest to catch hold of
both Chambers and Harold with no gentle grasp.
At the same time one of the cadets called out:
"Now is our chance to do a little hazing without having an officer poking his nose where it don't belong."
"Right you are, Will," answered the leader, also grasping our hero by the arm.
Frantic at the thought of being detained, Hughes
launched out with his fists, and caught the elder cadet
under the chin, landing him in the bushes on his head.
Seeing his advantage, he tried a similar plan with the
other, but it did not result in an equal success.
His antagonist dodged at the right moment and threw
out one foot in such a manner that Harold measured his
length on the ground, hardly knowing what sent him
there.
"That's a trick you're not acquainted with, I guess,"
breathed the senior cadet, triumphantly.
He then fell with his whole weight on Hughes, effectually pinning l:iim flat.
After a short struggle, he gave it up in despair, and
listened quietly to the commotion being kicked up by
Kirby and the remaining lads.
That they were having it hot and heavy was proven
by the noise.
Shouts and yells, and now and then a groan, pro-
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claimed that Cham'bers was making it interesting for the
sophomor es.
The cadet Hughes had sent so unceremon iously into
the scrub speedily appeared, however, and he added his
exertions to his companio n's, soon placing the plucky
third-class man hors de combat.
"Now we will teach you fellows a lesson you won't
forget in a hurry," cried the leader, savagely.
He presented a sorry spectacle. The close contact
with the thorny bushes had marked his face with bloody
furrows, and an elongated scratch running from his left
eye down to one side of his chin caused him to resemble
a Piute Indian ready for the war-path.
Harold could not refrain from laughing.
"I'll make you laugh in a different tone, you confounded whelp !" cried the cadet, wild with rage.
Advancin g toward our hero, he raised his hand as if
on the point of striking him, when several of his companions interfered, exclaimin g:
"None of that, Jack! Don't hit a fellow when he is
helpless !"
The big fellow growled out some reply, and then,
rather ashamed of himself, said :
"I didn't mean to hit the cub, you blamed fools. I
was only trying to scare him. Now, bring them along
to the castle and we will have some fun."
Hughes tried to break away at the suggestion , but
without success.
"No, you don't!" cried the cadet in charge of him. "If
you value your skin you will quit kicking and come along
peacefully."
Seeing that it was useless to try force, Harold resolved
to appeal to their mercy.
"I wish you would please release us for the present,"
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he said. "I have an important engagement down at the
cross-roads, and I don't want to miss it. We will promise to give you your fun some other time, or I will pay
you money for our liberty."
He made a fatal mistake by trying to bribe the sophomores.
Although perfectly willing to force their juniors to submit to any indignity, yet their peculiar code of honor
immediately revolted at the idea of a financial bribe, and
they speedily told Harold so to his great discomfiture.
"I don't think you know us seniors very well," replied one, rather contemptuously. "We don't look at
such matters in that light, young fellow."
As if deeply incensed at the very thought, they dragged
the two youthful cadets back to the castle, and lighted
the lamp.
"Now, Will, you get the materials and we will first
decorate them until their own mother wouldn't recognize
th eir pets," chuckled the leader.
The one addressed as Will drew forth a package of
artist's paints from some hiding place, and the senior
lad proceeded to bestow vile imitations of whiskers and
other hairy adornments on the captives' faces with a
lavish hand.

CHAPTER XV.
THE FOOT-PADS .

As their hands and feet had been previously secured,
the two youngsters submitted with dignity, and forbore
to raise a verbal objection.
But Harold raged inwardly at the unfortunate delay,
and swore a deep oath of revenge.
"If I ever get a chance to pay you fellows back, I will
settle this debt with the greatest of pleasure," he muttered, between his clenched teeth, but not so loud that
his captors could understand.
Kirby Chambers glanced over toward his chum, and
saw by his face that he was worrying over the detention.
"I say, gentlemen," he began, with a strong accent on
the last word; "won't you please hurry up and finish so
that we can reach the cross-roads by midnight? It is
really a matter of the greatest importance, and you will
be doing both of us a decided favor by permitting us to
go."
"Hold your confounded tongue, you little beggar," replied the leader, gruffly. "I might as well tell you now
that we have been waiting for an opportunity like this
for many moons, and we don't intend to let it slip. You
freshmen are growing entirely too previous, and need
bringing down a peg. When we get through with our
little lesson in military etiquette you can go, and not before; understand?"
Kirby understood, and his eyes flashed ominously at
the senior's tone.

/
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He then looked at Hughes as much as to say that he
had tried his best, and failed.
Our hero telegraphed back in the same manner that he
appreciated his efforts, but the matter would have to wait
further developments.
After decorating the lads to his satisfaction, the leader
bade them remove the citizen's clothes, and garb themselves with what he would supply.
"Kids of your tender age know very little about the
latest fashions," he added, grimly; "and I will dress you
according to the latest mode from London."
Their lashings were removed so they could disrobe, but
all four sophomores stood near in readiness to quell any
undue attempt at escape.
Kirby was given a very ragged pair of trousers with a
deep fringe on the bottom of the legs, and a battered
stove-pipe hat. When attired in these a tomato can was
slung around his neck with a string, and he was declared
equipped for the road.
"Hello, Weary Wraggles !" grinned one of the cadets.
"How is tramping around here?"
Harold looked at his ordinarily neat appearing friend,
and could not keep from bursting into a hearty laugh.
Chambers was completely transformed. He now bore
what appeared to be a two weeks' growth of grizzly beard
on his chin; one eye was blackened in the latest and most
improved style of the prize ring, and his nose had blossomed into a decided work of spiritual, or spirituous, art.
This, taken together with his seedy attire and dangling
tomato-can, made the poor lad greatly resemble the modern tramp as pictured in the comic papers.
Will and Jack viewed the results of their labors with
decided approval, and laughed until the very wood_s rang
with their mirth.
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"Well, I declare!" gasped the leader, wiping his eyes.
"This is too good to waste on the country air. What
say, lads; shall we escort him down to the command ant's door and ring the bell?"
The others received the suggestion in silence. The
idea was too daring for them to grasp at once. Finally
Will replied :
"I don't think we ought to try it now. The colonel has
it in for our class since that last hazing scrape and we
wouldn't last as long as a June frost if he caught us. No,
let us fix this other fellow up, and take them to town."
"That is the best plan," spoke up the two other lads.
"All right, let her go at that," replied Jack. "What
disguise will we give the kid with the ginger hair?"
Harold considered such an appelation a decided insult,
but he did not call their attention to the fact that his hair
was only slightly auburn.
He had suddenly hie upon a scheme, which he intended
trying at the first opportuni ty. It was nothing more or
less than a resolution to extinguish the lamp, and try to
escape in the confusion.
"If I only had a chance to tell Kirby," he muttered,
looking in that highly decorated individual 's direction.
At that moment Chambers glanced toward him; and
seizing a chance offered by the temporary engrossme nt
of the cadets over a suitable costume for him, Hughes
signaled his purpose by a significant gesture.
Kirby grinned and nodded his head in assent.
The sophomor e guarding Harold turned his attention
to his companio n just then, and in an instant our hero
picked up a stool and threw it directly at the burning
lamp.
The scheme succeeded beyond his highest anticipations.
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The flying missile not only smashed the lantern, but
it scattered the flaming oil in every direction, setting fire
to clothes, bark, and even the bushes outside.
For a moment Harold stood aghast. He then sprang
toward the door, crying:
"Run for it, Chambers! Now is our chance!"
Grabbing up an armful of their uniforms the latter
obeyed, reaching the entrance just as the four sophomores recovered from their surprise.
With a shout Jack darted after the two lads, but he
was a moment too late.
Stumbling over logs, breaking through thorny bushes,
the fugitives ran, until at last they reached the path.
"Slip in here, Hughes," exclaimed Kirby, forcing his
way into a cluster of bushes. "If they follow us, they
will run in the other direction. Cricky ! that fire is burning!"
A reddish glare became apparent, and it seemed to increase with great rapidity. From where the lads were
hidden they could hear the shouts of the sophomores in
their frantic efforts to extinguish the spreading flames.
"Did you get all our clothing?" asked Hughes, anxiously.
"I don't know. My arms were full, but it is hard to
say whether they all belong to us. I only got one cap,
but whose it is I can't tell now."
"Hadn't we better hide the stuff and get out of here,"
advised Harold. "This blaze is liable to attract attention,
and we may get caught."
Kirby thought it a good idea, but he proposed to steal
around nearer to the burning hut, and see what was
going on first.
"I don't believe we had better take any more risks,
chum," replied Harold, doubtfully. "We are late now as
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The uniform suits were hidden in a convenie nt nook,
so they made greater progress thus unincum bered.
Presently Kirby halted and pointed ahead.
"There is where you ought to meet Conrad," he said,
in a whisper. "Now, hadn't I better drop behind until
you see what's up; then you can whistle and I will join
you."
"You've got a great head, chum," replied Harold, appreciatin g the other's tact. "I guess you are right; the
lieutenan t might not like to see you at first, but I will fix
that."
"I say, Hughes, just slip a couple of rocks in your
pocket," called out Chamber s, in a matter of fact tone, as
his compani on started off.
"Why? What do you expect!" asked our hero; rather
surprised at the suggestio n.
"Oh, nothing! But it is always better to be prepared ;
that's all."
Althoug h he did not think it necessary, yet Harold
complied to escape an argumen t.
And as it transpire d, it was well he did.
Keeping a careful watch on all sides, the young cadet
walked down the road, followed at a convenie nt distance
by his faithful comrade.
He had gone about fifty yards when suddenly the
sound of wheels came to his ears.
It was a carriage approach ing from the town.
With a muttered imprecat ion at the delay, Harold
stepped aside and dropped down behind a broken stone
wall. Chamber s immediately joined him, and the two
cadets waited impatien tly for the vehicle to pass.
"Confou nd it, what do they want to travel around this
time of night for!" exclaimed Hughes.
"I suppose it is some guest of the hotel at the Point
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returning from the city," replied Kirby. "They are
always- -"
"Sh-h-h ! did you hear that !" interrupte d Harold, excitedly. "There is some one on the other side of the
wall."
The faint sound of voices became apparent. It drew
nearer and nearer, until the crouching lads were able to
distinguis h the words :
"Hist, Bill !" exclaimed one of the unseen strangers.
"Here comes a carriage. W'ot do yer say to stoppin' of
it while we're waitin' for that blamed cadet?"
"All right, Job; we may turn an honest dollar from it,
but we want to be spry, as the other job will pay more.
You grab the driver, while I see to the people in the carriage. Don't waste any time, but slit their throats if they
make a row."
Harold grasped his companio n's arm with painful in-·
tensity and breathed :
"We must stop their game. Take this rock and let
fly at one of the villains when I give the word. Don't
miss, whatever you do."
The noise from the rapidly revolving wheels came
nearer and nearer. The time for action was at hand.
Hughes peeped over the wall and saw two shadowy
forms in the road ready to commence their nefarious
work, then with a bound he cleared the obstructio n and
hurled a fragm ent of stone directly at the nearest one, at
the same time giving the signal to Kirby.

CHAPT ER XVI.
TO THE RESCU E.

When Harold leaped over the wall into the road, as related in the last chapter, he had one prime object in view,
and that was to save the occupant s of the approach ing
carriage from robbery.
The conversa tion overhear d by Kirby and himself revealed the true characte rs of the strangers . They were
undoubte dly professional thieves and highway men, probably not hesitatin g at murder to gain their object.
In his exciteme nt, Hughes paid no heed to the peculiar
reference one of the foot-pads made to a cadet they were
waiting for, but he remembe red it not long afterwar d
from a very good reason.
When he reached the lane, the young lad held in his
hand a piece of the stone wall, and he proceede d to use it
in a manner highly astonish ing to the thugs.
The moon's rays percolati ng down through a net-work
of leafy branches revealed a villainous face not three feet
from him.
It was a splendid target, and Harold tried for the bullseye without loss of time. With a shout of defiance he let
• drive and caught the fellow square in the face, sending
him to grass right speedily.
At the same time, Kirby, who had heard his friend's
call, entered the road in the same manner, and cast
another granite missile at the remainin g thief. It barely
grazed him, however, and, with a whoop of rage, he made
for the two lads, flourishi ng a revolver.
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"Blast ye! what do yer mean!" he stormed, cocking the
pistol.
Neither Harold or Chambers stopped to reply to his
natural question, but with one accord they made for the
protection of the stone fence.
It was a thoughtles s move, turning their backs to a
gun, but fright controlled them for the moment, and they ·
only desired to escape from the range of that wicked
muzzle.
Kirby, who was in the rear, heard a sharp click, but it
was not followed by a report, nor did he feel an unwel~
come bullet plowing its way through any portion of his
anatomy, so he stopped suddenly, and, wh':"eling around,
dropped on his hands and knees directly in front of the
enraged villain.
It was an old trick, but it acted successfully, as old
tricks sometimes do, and the pursuer promptly stumbled
over the unexpecte d obstructio n, falling prostrate.
"Jump him, Hughes!" sung out the triumphan t lad,
scramblin g erect, and instantly throwing his weight on
the fallen foot-pad .
Harold was quick to obey, highly elated at the turn of
affairs, and he added his one hundred and thirty pounds
to his chum's with instant effect.
Almost smothered under the combined load, the lightfingered gentleman first gave vent to a few choice oaths,
and then begged to be released.
It is needless to say that his request was not granted,
and Kirby told him to entertain no hopes in that direction.
"And, furthermo re, if you don't lie quiet, we will punch
your head," added the lad, threatenin gly.
"Let me up, blast ye! or I'll skin yer alive!" howled
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the infuriated man, commencing to struggle again.
"Help, Job! help, help!"
Unluckily ior the boys, the other scoundrel awakened
to affairs of this world just at that moment ; and he heard
his mate's appeal for aid.
He did not rush up and throw himself into the fray immediately on ascertaining the plight of his comrade in
crime, but, with the astuteness of a man long experienced
in similar cases, first skirmished a little until he found
just how Bill was situated, then grasped a trusty club
and sailed in.
The first whack caught Harold on the shoulder, but its force was sufficient to tumble him over on the ground.
The second .blow struck Kirby where he generally
wore his cap-on the back of his head-but it was delivered with such uncertain strepgth that, instead of fracturing his skull, it simply knocked him alongside of his
chum, slightly stunned.
The whole struggle had barely occupied a couple of
moments, and the carriage was sti1l in the distance; but
its arrival at the scene would soon take place.
Seeing this, Job shouted to Bill to get on his feet and
receive the approaching strangers as they had contemplated.
"Ye needn't fear anything from them kids," he added,
poking Harold with his bludgeon. "They're good for a
half hour, if they ain't dead; an' in the meantime we can
attend to the other case."
"Let's finish them now, blast ye!" exclaimed Bill, his
rage against the boys blinding his ordinary greed.
"No ! come along, I tell yer !" muttered his companion,
authoritatively. "We'll fix 'em when we git through wid
the other job."
Bill reluctantly obeyed, and, picking up his revolver,
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hastily prepared it for use. The cartridge that had failed
to go off when he fired at the cadets was removed, and
another slipped in its place.
A slight curve in the road hid the carriage from their
view until it was almost upon them, and taking advantage of this fact, the two ruffians planted themselves directly in the center, intending to grasp the bridle and
bring the horse to a halt before they were discovered.
Their plan succeeded admirably. The vehicle came
around the turn at a slow pace, and, without a moment's
warning the animal was thrown on its haunches by a
powerful arm.
At the same instant a dark, scowling face was thrust
over the step and a harsh voice grated :
"Throw out yer valuables, an' be blamed quick about
it !"
To emphasize his demand, the scoundrel cocked his
revolver and pointed the weapon at one of the occupants.
There were two in the carriage, an old gentleman and
a girl many years his junior. The latter uttered a shrill
scream when she saw Job's hideous face in the dim rays
of the moon.
Then, turning to her companion, she tried to shield
herself at first behind his portly form . It was only a
momentary panic, however, <.nd she again settled down
in the seat, apparently calm.
Taken completely by 5urprise, the gentleman sat as if
stupefied for a briet t'eriod; then, recalled to his danger
by another thre<.t from the footpad, he made a feeble blow
at the intruder.
At the same time he uttered a loud cry for help, to
which his fair companion added sundry screams of her
own, pitched in an ascending scale.
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The duet of alarm so astonished Job that he involuntarily stepped backward with a muttered exclamation.
Seizing the opportunity, the gentleman reached up and
tried to grasp the reins from the driver's nerveless hands,
but it was a useless attempt, as Bill fully controlled that
end of the business.
The latter ruffian then lost no time in bidding his mate
finish the pair with dispatch, adding:
"Stop their yawp, blame yer ! Why don't you shoot,
you fool? We'll have a mob on us in a jiffy!"
Stimulated to renewed exertions, Job took rapid aim.
at the elder party and pulled the trigger.
Fired at such close quarters, there is no doubt that his
intended victim would have been killed then and there,
but just as the footpad's finger contracted an athletic
form interposed and knocked the weapon up.
Then two sinewy hands grasped the astounded Job by
the throat and he was forced to the ground with such
quickness that he landed with a thump.
"Not this time, my friend!" chuckled a voice. "You'll
stay there until my chum settles the other fellow."
And Harold, for it was he, grasped the pistol from the
fallen highwayman and placed the muzzle against Job's .
head.
fn the meantime a little by-play was in progress on
the other side.
Despite the supposition of the ruffians, the cadets were
not badly hurt, but recovered consciousness within a few
moments of the assault.
Hughes came to his senses first, and he slowly scrambled erect, too dazed to remember the incidents happening during the previous half hour.
He did not long remain in ignorance, however.
An unexpected glimpse of his friet:id stretched out at
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his feet, with a dark stain of blood marking his hair, was
enough, and Harold glanced quickly around in search
of the highwaymen.
It did not take him long to descry them at their vil~
lainous work, and just at that juncture the occupants of
the carriage gave vent to their united appeal for help.
The shrill sounds that so abashed the murderous Job
also brought Kirby to his feet as if by an electric shock.
"What's that?" he gasped, still bewildered.
"Hush-h !" whispered his companion, hastily placing
one hand over the lad's mouth. "There is murder afoot,
and we want to stop it. Get a stone and follow me."
But Chambers found something better than a stone in
the road near by. It was Job's club, which that knave
had abandoned for the safer weapon, his revolver.
With that he stole after Harold, and when the latter
reached forth to grab the pistol aimed at the old gentleman, he set upon Bill and beat him lustily over the head.
And now happened a disgraceful thing.
The driver of the cab, helpless with fright · up to the
present moment, chanced to recover just then, and, seeing the two robbers engaged with a couple of strangers,
he snatched the whip and gave his horse a sharp blow.
The animal, maddened with pain, darted forward and
disappeared around a bend in the road, taking the carriage and occupants with him.
As they were being unceremonious ly dragged away,
the young girl caught one glimpse of the youth who had
so gallantly come to their rescue, and she remembered
the countenance exposed to her view by a chance ray of
light long afterward.

CHAPTER XVII.
CAPTURED.

Thus forsaken on the field of battle, as it were, Harold
and Kirby proceeded to diligently continue the combat
with the would-be assassins.
The former had his man completely at his mercy,
thanks to the revolver; but Chambers was not so fortunate.
The first few blows he gave Bill caused that precious
rascal to dodge, and try to escape the punishment, but
a severe crack on a tender spot rendered him frantic with
rage, and he rushed in on the young cadet with such
impetuous force that he beat down his guard.
It was then an easy matter to wrest the club from him.
"Now, where are you, my bold buck?" he demanded,
exultantly. "You will interfere with a gentleman in his
legitimate business, eh? Take that, and that, consarn ye!"
The "that" and "that" were stinging blows with the
stick, administered impartially on divers portions of
Kirby's shrinking form.
The lad would have skipped out of reach of the cruel
punishment if he had been able, but Bill's hand held him
fast, and he was compelled to stand it.
To his everlasting credit, be it said that he made no
outcry, but received it like a man.
Finally, tiring of his revenge, the ruffian cast Chambers
from him, and after bidding the youth begone, strode
over to the assistance of his mate.
Harold saw him coming, and prepared to retain the
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advantage he held over Job. He still had the revolver
pointed at the former's head, and he knew that he would
not move so long as it was aimed in that direction.
Bu~ one pistol could not cover two active men, and the
cadet was in a quandary for a moment.
He could have killed Job and then captured his mate,
but a natural repugnance against shedding blood in such
a cold-hearted manner, kept him from it.
As the next best thing he sprang from where he had
stood astride of the prostrate villain, and began moving
the muzzle from one to the other, at the same time calling
out sternly:
"Stop where you are, you scoundrel, or I'll fire!"
Bill instantly obeyed, and, seeing the lad's advantage,
tried to temporize.
"Don't p 'int that thing this way, young feller; it's liable
to go off, an' then some one'll git hurted."
"I know it is liable to go off," replied Hughes, grimly.
"Keep your distance if you don't want a bullet in your
midriff. Here, you get up and stand alongside your
mate."
The last sentence was addressed to Job.
Casting an evil glance in the daring lad's direction, the
ruffian obeyed, and arranged himself next to Bill.
"Now, Kirby," continued Harold, to his friend, who
had joined him by this time, "go over and take their
weapons away from them."
"Wot are yer up to, covey?" asked Bill, earnestly.
"Hold your tongue, and obey orders !" retorted the
cadet, sternly.
"Can't we sorter square this matter?" continued the
foot-pad, coaxingly. "I say, if youse fellers will let us
go I can put a little stuff in yer way."
Hughes maintained a contemptuous silence.
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"We didn't mean no harm, nohow," spoke up Job.
"We were just expectin' friends, and t'ought we'd see
if them duffers were de ones."
This absurd excuse brought a grin even from his mate.
It also caused Chambers to laugh heartily as he stepped
forward to relieve the highwaymen of their weapons.
"You are a fool," he said, frankly. "What do you take
us for? Idiots like yourself, eh? Now, turn over your
guns, and be quick about it."
The lad was so highly pleased at the present state of
affairs that he now made a grave mistake, and one the
ruffians instantly took advantage of.
In his eagerness to gain possession of their weapons,
he stepped between them and Harold, thus blocking the
latter's line of fire.
Quick as a flash, Bill seized him, and held the lad so
he could not move. Then Job darted behind the two.
The result was that Hughes found himself aiming the
revolver at his chum's Dody instead of the enemy's.
"Ho, ho!" chuckled Bill, peeping out from behind the
living barrier. "Now you can fire, as much as you please!
Why don't yer shoot, eh ?"
Harold almost dropped the pistol in disappointment.
He recognized the fact t:1at he was now at a decided disadvantage, and the result would probably end in allowing the villains to decamp in triumph.
As for Kirby, he felt so bitterly chagrined that he almost cried. He instantly saw what his carelessness would
lead to, and in despair called out :
"Don't mind me, Hughes. Fire away if they try to
escape."
At the mention of Harold's name, Bill gave an involuntary start, and asked, in a hoarse voice :
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"What did yer call him, youngster? Speak, consarn
ye, or I'll knock the top o' yer head off!"
With that, he gave the boy such a shake that his
teeth chattered in unison.
"What-t do y-you mean?" gasped Chambers, struggling to free himself.
"Didn't yer call that other kid Hughes?"
But Kirby refused to answer. Not because he harbored any suspicion, but simply out of stubbornness.
"That's wot he said,'' whispered Job, significantly. "It's
the one we want."
"If he is a cadet, wot is he <loin' in them clothes?"
asked Bill, peering at out hero from behind Chambers.
"Don't know; but I'll bet he's the one."
"I say, are youse fellers cadets?" asked Bill, addressing Harold.
"Yes, if you want to know,'' boldly replied the youth.
"And you had better not try any games, or you will have
Uncle Sam down on you."
"That settles it, then,'' replied the ruffian, mockingly.
"We don't want to rile the old man."
Then turning to Job, he whispered something.
The latter chuckled, and deftly swinging the club
lately taken from Chambers, let it fly at Harold.
The move was totally unexpected, and the stick caught
the cadet squarely on the breast, knocking him prostrate.
With a shout of triumph, Job ran over, and pinned
the lad down, just as he was endeavoring to scramble
erect.
"No, yer don't, my beauty!" exclaimed the footpad,
exultantly.
Snatching t.he pistol from Harold's grasp, he covered
him in a second.
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"Now, git up, an' jine yer pardner. Git a move on
you!"
In the meantime Bill had skillfully tripped poor Kirby,
sending him to the ground. Then, taking a piece of
strong cord from his pocket, he proceeded to bind the
cadet's arms.
After finishing that job, he turned to Hughes, and secured him in a similar manner. He then stood off, and,
placing his arms akimbo, said complacen tly:
"Well, the job's done, pard. We've the lad we was
looking for, an' also killed two birds with one rock, eh?"
"Wot yer goin' to do wid the other kid?" growled Job,
indicating Kirby with a wave of his grimy paw.
"I'll be durned if I know. It won't do to leave him
here to give the snap away."
"Why not slit his weasand, an' hide the stiff in some
hole around here?"
The cold-blooded proposal sent a procession of shivers chasing one another up Chambers ' back.
It also caused Harold to strain at his bonds in frantic
efforts for freedom. He knew the utter depravity of the
men, and felt that nothing was too villainous for them
to do.
Bill chuckled for a moment, then replied :
"You're too blamed savage, Job. That kind o' work'll
do for them willains down in the city, but two tenderhearted gents like us oughtn't to spill claret. No; we'll
take him along, an' maybe we might squeeze a few more
scads from his nibs."
"All right, mate; you're the boss. You watch them
while I bring the hearse."
He disappeare d down the road, and, after an interval,
again came into view, leading a horse and wagon.
In the meantime, Bill had effectually gagged the sur-
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prised cadets with rolls of unsavory cloth torn from his
ragged coat.
With no more care than is used in handling merchandise they were bundled into the shaky vehicle, and covered with a piece of old carpet.
Then Job and his mate climbed up to the seat, and
drove down the road, keeping a wary eye· out for danger.

CHAPTER XVIII.
A TERRIBLE FATE.

Almost stifled under the heavy folds of the rug, Harold
and Kirby felt the rough jolting of the antiquated vehicle with a sensation akin to despair.
The savage suggestion of Job as to Chambers' proper
disposal showed that little mercy could be expected from
the ruffians if their present mood changed.
It was merely a question of aollars and cents whether
they would be killed, and dumped into some isolated
spot on the mountains, or not.
Bill's queer reference to the mysterious person he designated as "nibs," and the possibility of getting more
money from him, caused Harold to open his eyes.
He had taken the men to be ordinary footpads at first,
only intent on a local robbery, but their interest in his
name, and subsequent remarks, indicated a different motive.
"Why should they want me?" he pondered, endeavoring to stretch his cramped limbs. "What have I to do
with a couple of highwaymen?"
Then the recollection of his object in leaving the
academy camp returned to him, and he groaned in spirit.
"The lieutenant will think I have been caught or refuse
to take the risk. He will probably wait around here until
daylight, and then get angry. And mother- -"
He stopped suddenly, struck a new thought- what if
it was a foul plot to get him into trouble!
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"But who would do such a thing?" he asked himself,
doubtfully . "I haven't any enemies- ha! the captain!"
With that word the whole plan became clear to Harold.
This was a scheme on the part of Captain Orth to get him
disgraceq or, horrible thought !--out of the way.
" He is afraid I will cause him trouble about father's
property when I grow older, and has not hesitated to take
this means to silence me."
The very idea caused Hughes to struggle frantically
at his lashings in a futile attempt at escape. His efforts
caused so much noise that Job bent over, and hissed
threatenin gly :
"Stop that racket, blame ye! If you so much as move
again, I'll stick a knife in yer gizzard!"
Fully convinced that he would not hesitate to carry out
his word, Harold ceased struggling for the moment.
In the meantime, the wagon had covered some distance
from the scene of the capture. The road became uneven,
and presently the two prisoners knew from the slant of
the vehicle that they were being conveyed down a steep
grade.
Both instantly realized what this meant. The ruffians
were carrying them from the town of Highland Falls
to the level g round along the Hudson River.
A cold chill ran through them. Was it Job's ultimate
intention to do away with his captives and drop them
into that silent stream that hides so many secrets in its
broad bosom?
They were soon to know.
The wagon reached level ground at last, and stopped
near where the boys could hear the ripple of the water as
it flowed past the river's banks.
Then Bill came around to the rear, and jerked the carpet to one side.
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"Come on, Job," he growled. · "Let's get the kids in
the boat. Time is precious, as it's near daylight. "
The other footpad joined him, and they carelessly
dragged the cadets from the bed of the vehicle and
dumped them on the ground.
"Now, see here, young fellers," whispere d the former;
"I am going to cast off them lashings on yer legs, so that
youse can walk, but I want to warn ye that if youse make
one move toward runnin', I'll kill yer, so help me Moses!
D'ye understa nd?"
It was a useless question, as the gags effectually prevented them from answerin g.
Satisfied that he had sufficiently impresse d them, Bill
stooped down and cut the ropes, then gave them a brutal
kick by the way of reminder that he wished them to stand
erect.
The half-hou r passed in a cramped position caused
Harold and his chum to stagger at first, but they soon
were able to follow their captors.
Our hero gave a stealthy glance around, and saw that
he had correctly surmised their destination. They were
close to the water's edge, and within three hundred yards
of the Highland Falls station of the West Shore Railway.
A light gleaming in one of the depot's windows looked
so near that Harold involunta rily tried to shout, but the
: sound died away in his throat.
Close to where they stood was a boat, which Bill proceeded to unfasten from a fragmen t of piling to which
it was tied.
"Now, Job, you take the rig back while I guard our
prisoners ," he whispered, after finishing his task. "When
ye come back, jest whistle the old call an' I'll pull in for
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yer. Keep yer peepers skinned an' don't bring any flycops at yer heels."
His mate growled some reply, and then drove back up
the sloping road, while Bill made the cadets seat themselves in the sternsheets of the light craft.
Shoving the bow away from the shore, he pulled out
a few yards and waited. In the course of a half hour a
low whistle sounded, and those in the boat saw Job
standing on a stringpiec e frantically waving his hand.
"Some one's after him!" ejaculated Bill, tugging at the
oars.
A ray of hope entered the boys' breasts. Help seemed
near at hand.
They strained their eyes to see if there was any sign
of possible rescuers on land, but without result. A faint
clatter from the direction of the road, sounding like
horses' hoofs beating on the rocky ground, proclaimed
that some person, or persons, were riding toward the
river in haste, however.
Would they reach the bank before Bill beached his
boat?"
The manner in which that worthy plied the ashen
blades showed that he was badly scared.
He tugged, and swore, and tugged again. The perspiration formed great beads on his low forehead, and
his breath came in great sobs, as if he was almost exhaused.
In all his life Harold had never wished for anything
so devoutly as he prayed for an oar to break, or the skiff
to strike against some hidden rock that night.
But it was all in vain. The ruffian reached the shore,
and assisted his mate in the boat just as a couple of horsemen dashed around the curve at the bottom of the road.
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"Drop those oars !" shouted one, flourish ing a revolver.
"Drop them, I say, or I will fire!"
Bill gave a mockin g laugh, and, with a vigorou s shove,
sent the little craft out in the channel.
"Fire away r' he shouted, defo}ntly.
The boys saw a couple of bright flashes, then a bullet
splinte red the gunwal e, barely a foot from where Harold
sat.
The reports were immediately followed by anothe r volley, but this time the leaden pellets whistle d overhe ad.
"Who are they?" asked Bill, as they propelled the boat
at the top of her speed.
"Cops, " replied Job, sententiously.
The first speake r did not pursue the questi on-tha t one
word was enough . The habitua l enemy of all crimina ls
was represe nted to him by the term, and he rowed away
in silence.
After the second attemp t the policemen reserve d their
fire, and appare ntly prepare d for pursuit , as the lads saw
them hasten to a dark spot at the edge of the water,
which resembled a skiff.
Job noticed it also, and renewed his efforts.
"Them fellers are going to foller us," he grunte d, with
a string of vile oaths. "We had better git over in the
shadow s an' try to throw them off'n the scent."
"All right, bring her around ," replied ,Bill, pulling on
the starboa rd oar.
The craft was now headed for the eastern shore where
a dark patch of water, caused by the shadow of the highlands, afforde d a chance for concealment.
After rowing steadily for several moments, Bill cried
out that he was exhaus ted, and would have to rest.
As they had reached what appear ed to be a safe place,
Job gave his consent, and the two ruffians ceased pulling .
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Then one of them bent over close to the surface, and
listened intently.
A faint sound of rowlocks became perceptible, evidently gradually increasing.
The policemen were in hot pursuit.
Job glanced at his mate uneasily.
"Hadn't we better hook it?" he asked. "It's State's
prison, if they catches us, pard."
"Wot do yer mean? Down the river, or beach her an'
foll er the track?" suggested Bill.
"Better take to the railroad; I think it's a safer
chance."
"An' wot about the kids?"
"Dump them," replied Job, with an oath. "Dead men
tell no tales. Tie their legs to those pieces of iron in the
bottom, an' heave them in."
"It's a go," said his mate, proceeding to fasten a lump
of metal to Harold's feet.
The other villain did likewise to Kirby, and presently
the cadets felt themselves lifted over the edge of the
boat.
Both struggled desperately, but, handicapped by the
lashing, they were quickly subdued, and then resigned
themselves to their fate.
"Ready?" asked Job, grasping Chambers by the shoulders.
"Yes," hoarsely reolied Bill, from the bow. "Let them
go."

CHAPTER XIX.
ON BOARD THJ<; SCHOONJ';R.

On very little things are hinged the greatest moments
of our lives. If Job had obeyed Bill's signal and shoved
Harold and Kirby into the swiftly flowing river, they
would have instantly gone to the bottom and there remained until the action of the currents had released them
from their weights of iron.
In that case this story would have been brought to a
conclusion by an ill-timed obituary.
Only one thing saved the cadets. Just as the elder
ruffian called to "let, them go," Job espied the shadowy
form of the police boat in mid channel, and instantly realized that a splash at that moment would result in their
ultimate and certain capture.
A whispered word of warning apprised Bill of the danger, and the two would-be assassins quietly dropped the
boys back into the boat, and waited with bated breath for
the danger to pass.
The light craft containing the officers sped rapidly
down stream, and in a very short space of time the anxious watchers, hidden in the gloom of the eastern shore,
knew they were safe for the time being.
"Well, I'll be blowed !" exclaimed Bill, heaving a prodigious sigh of relief. "That was a narrow escape, an'
no mistake. It's worser nor that time I cut from the
peelers in Water street."
"Don't t'ink you're safe yet, old hoss," warned Job,
sullenly. "Them fellers are liable to come back afore
Tong, an' search this here shore."
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"Right you are, pard. It behooves us to skin from
this yer locality in a hurry. Now, let me see. If we go
down the river we'll maybe meet them, and then again,
if we take to de woods, we'll have to let the kids go."
" W'ot of <lat?" fiercely demanded Job. "W'ots de kids
to us? Say! I'm gittin' tired of packing dem, anyway,
an' I propose we just make away wid the blamed fools
an' have done wid it."
" Stow your yawp; do you understand?" replied Bill,
hoarse with sudden anger. "W'ot I says goes in this affair, an' I say as how we're goin' to hold on to dem boys
fur awhile, anyway. I have a scheme; see? A scheme to
make more money than you ever saw. An' if yer got
sense you'll do as I say."
"All right, Bill," agreed Job, after a short pause.
He spoke in a conciliatory tone, and was evidently
anxious to keep on good terms with his mate.
"That's sensible, pard," said the other, greatly mollified. "Now, I t'ink de best play is to lay tow in some
bight along here an' let them blood-hunters tire theirselves lookin' for us. Den we can drop down an' board
de schooner."
"Dat'll work all right if dey don't keep a-huntin' until
sunup," replied Job, dubiously.
Bill squinted at the eastern sky, and shook his head in
an anxious manner. It was certainly not far from dawn.
A faint grayish tinge just showing over the tops of the
hills proclaimed that.
" How's yer gun?" suddenly asked the leader.
"Ready for use."
"Dat settles it. W e'll row down toward the Mary
Ann, and fight de cops if we meet 'em. Is it a go?"
"Yes. I'm ready fur anyt'ing."
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Without more ado, Bill turned the skiff's head, and the
two pulled along shore with noiseless strokes.
It was evident that, despite their bravado, neither were
overwhelmingly eager to chance a combat with the officers of the law. In the meantime, how had the two
young cadets fared ?
Trussed hand and feet as they were, both experienced
the greatest discomforts. For a while they did not mind
that. Their only feeling was of gratitude at their narrow
escape from a terrible death, but at last the pain resulting from their close confinement became almost too great
to be borne.
Hughes was doubled up near the bow, benumbed in
body, but still active mentally.
·
Unlike the extraordinary lads as pictured in glittering
literature, he had not felt delighted at the prospect of
dying "with his boots on," but, when the villains lifted
him and his chum over the gunwale with the expressed
purpose of drowning them like rats, he experienced a
half moment of overwhelming terror.
It is one thing to stand in the presence of grim death
on the field of battle, where the glitter and tinsel and the
pomp of war lend the excitement of delirium to the scene,
but it is differeJlt to face the fell destroyer under the
circumstances that our cadets had just passed through.
He had given all up as lost, and when Bill dragged
him back into the boat again, he actually cried from the
revulsion of feeling.
This natural emotion did not last long, however, and
he was soon' actively at work thinking out a scheme for
escape.
.
The recent conversation between their captors indicated that, without something unforeseen would occur, they
need not fear any personal violence for the present.
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Bill's broad hint at a "scheme," by which he expected
to make money through possession of the cadets, greatly
puzzled Harold.
"I don't doubt but what Captain Orth would give
something to put me out of the way," he mused; "but
what good are we to these ruffians? That's the question."
It was a mystery he could not solve, so, with philosoP,hical indifference, he waited for succeeding events to
explain it.
Hughes would have liked to converse with his friend,
but the gags made it out of the question. He did manage to nudge Kirby as a reminder that he was still above
board, instantly receiving a similar touch in return.
The two thieves hugged the shore as close as possible, taking advantage of every shadow they encountered.
Both were expert at dodging, and they used all the
craft a lifetime spent in criminal tactics taught them. The
row-locks had been muffled by shreds of cloth, thus reducing the ordinary grating noise to a minimum.
Presently Bill, who pulled the bow, craned his head
and saw something not far ahead that caused him to instantly cease rowing. .
"The peelers are over there," he whispered, pointing
with one hand toward a spit of land on the western bank.
"Let her drift a leetle, Job; then when we git opposite,
pull like mad."
"An' if they holler, an' fire their guns?"
"Shoot back at 'em, an' shoot to kill," was the grim
reply.
Nodding his head in savage satisfaction, the other
foot-pad sat silently watching the shadowy spot where
lay their mortal enemy.
Nearer and nearer they drifted, until at last Bill gave

128

On Board the Schooner.

the signal by dipping his oars deep into the water and
tugging with all the force of which he was capable.
His mate followed suit, and the thugs strained their
backs in the effort to lengthen the space between them
and the officers of the law.
They were not to pass undiscovered, however.
Suddenly the bow of a skiff came out of the gloom, and
then the police boat, manned by two experienced oarsmen, darted after them.
"Stop!" shouted a hoarse voice. "Halt, and surrender
or we'll fire."
Neither Bill nor Job wasted precious breath in reply.
They simply bent their heads and rowed away.
Bang! Bang!
Two shots rang out, and two conical pieces of lead
struck the water with a snapping "zip" just in front, but
it had no effect, save that of putting renewed power into
the ruffians' arms.
Again the sound of a volley came to their ears, but
the distance had been materially increased, and the bullets flew wide of the mark. ·
"We've a hard pull before us, mate," gasped Job.
"Yes, an' I don't know whether I can last very long,"
replied Bill, with sundry groans of exhaustion. "I would
give half the scads I expect to make out o' this job if that
ere boat would strike sum'met an' sink."
There is no doubt but what the other echoed his sentiment, but he kept quiet and rowed with a long, swift
stroke, doubtless learned at sea.
Presently they noticed that the distance between them
and the pursuing boat was increasing. In a few moments
this seemed so certain that Bill rested for a while, and
then relieved Job for a like interval.
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Thus taking turn about, they remained comparatively
fresh, and gradually dropped the police boat behind.
Soon a bend in the river hid the pursuers from view,
and then both ruffians gave a cautious cheer of triumph.
They did not waste time in celebrating their escape, but
pulled steadily until the vag ue outlines of a small schooner became visible just ahead.
"There's the Mary Ann," cried Bill, in tones of extreme
satisfaction. "We'll soon be on her deck, pard, an' then
this wind 'll carry us down to the city in a jiffy."
Five minutes later the skiff glided up alongside the
larger craft, and a man emerged from the little cabin to
bid them welcome.
"Is the job done?" he asked, leaning over the low rail.
"Yes, Brocky," answered the leader.
Then dragging Harold erect, he added.:
"We've got a couple of valuable passengers for yer.
Give us a hand, will yer? There's two fly-cops a-chasin'
us, an' they'll r-ound that p'int before long."
At this startling intelligence, the man on board showed
a little life, and assisted the others in dumping the cadets
on deck. From there they were speedily carried to the
after cabin and locked in.
Before leaving them, Bill removed the gags and loosened their lashings so that a little strain was taken from
their limbs.
"I'm just <loin' this to make it easier fur yer," he
growled.
Then brandishing a knife, he added, grimly:
"Don't yer try to escape, young fellers. If yer do

_,,

He finished the sentence by drawing the keen-bladed
weapon across his throat in a highly suggestive manner.

CHAPTER XX.
A STRUGGLE FOR FREEDOM.

The cabin was but a small affair, probably not over
twelve feet long by half as wide, so Harold and Kirby
found themselves almost able to shake hands with each
other.
"Thank goodness he has taken that dirty rag out of
my mouth at last!" exclaimed Chambers, when his tongue
became sufficiently loosened to wag. "Another hour and
I would have died, sure. I say, Harold !"
"Yes."
"Oh ! you are still alive, eh ? This is a nice place for
two West Point cadets to be in, isn't it?"
"We ought to be glad that we are even aboard this
lawless schooner," replied Hughes, emphatically. "It
was nip and tuck a little while ago, I tell you."
Kirby shivered sympathetically, and nodded his head
in decided assent.
"By Jove! you are right, old boy. That certainly was
a narrow squeeze. I confess I gave it up just about that
time. Ugh! fancy the brutes tying iron to us and then
starting to dump us in the river like so many useless cats
or puppies."
"Have you any idea what these men intend doing with
us?" Harold asked, presently.
"No, I can't see what their game is. They surely don't
intend kidnaping us like the banditti of Italy. This is not
the country nor the century for that kind of work."
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"But what did the one called Bill mean by saying he
had a scheme by which he could make plenty of money,
eh? That looks as if they were carrying us off for a
ransom, don't it?"
"They'll get fooled if they think my old man 'll poney
up a cent," chuckled Kirby, highly amused at the idea.
"He'll say they have their own reward by getting my
company, and much good it'll do them."
Harold laughed at his friend's exaggerated words, and
then became grave again.
"I think this is the work of my old enemy, Captain
Orth," he continued, wrathfully. "It is to his interest
to have me out of his way, and I think he has paid these
scoundrels to do it; but what do they want with you?"
"Give it up," promptly replied Chambers. "But I
really believe you are right about the first part. That
black-whiskered villain would do anything."
"If we ever get out of this scrape alive, Kirby, I am
going to bring that fellow to justice if it costs me my
commission. That he has defrauded my mother out of
her just fortune, I am positive, and now he is trying
to remove her only means of support-my self."
"Count on me, chum!" exclaimed Kirby, heartily. "I'd
like nothing better than to help you do him up."
Harold looked his gratitude for the disinterested offer,
and the two lads talked over ways and means for several
minutes.
Presently Chambers gave a start, and exclaimed:
"By Jove, Hughes I what will the commandan t and the
superintend ent say about our absence?"
That was a point our hero had not thought of, and he
remained silent trying to form an idea of the commotion
their disappearan ce would cause in camp at reveille that
morning. ,
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"It's pretty near time for the fellows to turn out," he
said, glancin g at a small deadlig ht in the side. "The sun
is up, and first call will go before long. I wonder if the
sophomores we met at the castle will explain anythin g?"
"Hump h! not they!" replied Kirby, with a snort of
contempt. "It would endange r their own precious hides
if they said they met us out of bounds, and they never
do that."
"What? Not to assist in rescuing a bcother cadet?"
asked Harold, hotly.
"Oh! that's a different thing; but how do they know
we are in peril? It's my opinion Jack and the rest will
think we became frighten ed at setting the hut on fire and
are afraid to come back."
The idea seemed very plausible to Hughes , and he
made no reply. It certainly appeare d natural for the
sophomores to keep quiet on such a subject, and he immediately gave up any hope of aid from the academy.
"We are under way;" suddenly exclaimed Kirhy.
In their preoccupation they had not heard the rattle of
the anchor chain, and it was not until the schooner heeled
over to the breeze while turning that they noticed the
change.
"Where are they going to take us, I wonder ?" asked
Chambers.
"New York, I think,'' replied Harold. "But what they
intend trying to do with us after that, I don't know."
"Can you slip your hands free?"
"No; can you?"
"I hardly know yet. I have been working at this rope
for the last ten minutes, but only gained a little."
"Try your best, old boy ; and maybe we can get out
of those scoundrels' clutches before they get any further
in their scheme. Remember, it is a case of life and death."
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For a while Kirby did not answer, but Harold saw him
working his hands in the effort to get free from the restraining bonds.
Our hero held his breath in anxious expectation. Chambers' success would mean a great deal to them under
the present circumstances.
Harold did not expect to do much against three burly
men, but it was something to be free and able to defend
one's self in case of a cold-blooded attempt to murder.
Presently Kirby called out that he was progressing
finely, and would have his arms free before long.
"That means freedom of action, old boy," he added,
cheerfully. "Now, if we can only run across a couple of
clubs or anything else to serve as weapons, we will be
in great form."
Harold glanced carefully around the little apartment,
but could see nothing save a miniature cuddy stove in one
corner.
"We might use several of the lids, or the grate bars,"
he said. "They would make a formidable instrument of
defense by tying them in a towel or piece of cloth."
In reply Kirby gave an exclamation of joy and waved
both arms ~hove his head. He had triumphed over the
knots.
"Free! free!" he almost shouted. "Now, for liberty!"
"Sh-h !" warned Hughes, glancing at the deck overhead. "Don't make any noise. If Bill or Job hears you
they'll come down here and settle us. Hurry up, and see
what you can do for my lashing."
Chambers first untied the rope wound around his legs,
and then liberated his chum. His nimble fingers made it
an easy task and in a very few moments the two cadets
stood up and stretched their cramped limbs with fervent
expressions of relief.
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"This is something like it," remarked Kirby. "Ugh!
my legs would nave died with the dry rot if they had
been confined any longer. Now, what are we going to
do?"
As seemed natural to him, Hughes took the lead, and
devised a plan of campaign. It would require sharp work
to defeat the three ruffians on their own vessel, and the
lad knew it.
He first contrived a couple of passable weapons from
the objects mentioned above, using the coat sleeves of an
old garment, found in one of the bunks. In these queer
receptacles he placed the small stove-lids and then tied
hard knots at the ends to secure them. When wielded
by a sturdy arm, it formed .an instrument not to be despised.
While engaged in looking through the little deadlights
piercing the sides of the cabin, the cadets heard footsteps
approaching the scuttle.
"Some one is coming, Kirby," whispered Harold,
grasping his weapon. "Stand just behind the door, and
be ready to fight. If he comes in, I'll give him a tap on
the head that will put him to sleep for a while. Our
only hope is that they will step in here one at a time."
His wish was destined to be gratified. The sound drew
nearer, and finally Bill's discordant voice was heard sin~
ing a Bowery refrain.
The ruffian stopped at the scuttle, and threw it back ;
then, without looking in, he walked down the few steps.
The light afforded by the dingy windows was poor,
and one coming from the outside would find it difficult
to see for a brief space. That is the reason Mr. "Bill"
failed to notice the absence of the prisoners until he
reached the floor.
When he did so, however, he started back with an ex-
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It was enoug h to fell an ox, and Bill tumbled to the
floor witho ut a murm ur.

CHAPT ER XXL
COMPL ICA'l'IO NS.

"Quick, Kirby ! bind him with those ropes ; I think I
hear some one else approach ing I"
His sharpene d sense of hearing had detected a movement on deck. and it sounded as if others were walking
aft.
He knew that one of the ruffians must be at the helm,
as they were under way. Which it was, he did not know,
of course, but he hoped that the next one to step into
their little net would be the meanest villain of them allJob.
He hurriedly assisted Chamber s to bind their prisoner,
and then the burly ruffian was placed out of sight in one
of .the bunks.
By this time the second one of the crew had reached
the cabin entrance. He fumbled at the door-wh ich
Hughes had carefully closed after Bill's admissi on-and
then called out :
"Hello ! mate I Vv'hat yer <loin' down there? Is de
prisoners all right?"
It was Job.
At the sound of his voice Kirby crept over and asked
his chum to let him do the attacking this time.
"I want a chance to get square with that scoundre l,"
he added. "If he had had his way we would now be at
the bottom of the river."
"All right, old boy," replied Hughes, with a smile.
"Take this weapon, as it is easier to handle than yours,
and hit him fair, or there will be the deuce to pay."
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Chambers stood in the spot his friend had just occupied, and waited the coming of Job with grim determination.
Harold crept back out of sight, but placed himself in
readiness to assist if the attack failed.
Not receiving an answer to his question, Job grumbled
out a few oaths and prepared to descend.
Whether the strange silence of his mate, or a naturally suspicious nature made him wary, is not certain, but
he stopped short on throwing back the door and hesitated to enter.
"Wot be the matter wid yer?" he asked, sullenly. "I
say, Bill, wot yer <loin'?"
Seeing that certain failure would result if the ruffian's
evident suspicions were permitted to remain, Harold disguised his voice, and replied :
"Wot's the matter wid yer up there? Can't yer come
down an' talk instead of yellin' so the people ashore'll
hear yez."
It was a skillful effort, but Harold could not imitate
the hoarse; whisky-soaked tones of the foot-pad, and Job
detected the forgery at once.
Starting to retreat up the steps, he called out to the
man at the tiller:
"Help, here, Brocky I Sum'met wrong below!"
Hughes clenched his teeth in disappointment at the
words, and then darted from his place of concealment in
pursuit of the ruffian.
At the same time he shouted to Kirby for aid.
The latter was not slow in obeying the appeal, and the
two cadets jumped on the footpad just as Brocky appeared in sight.
Giving his novel weapon a rapid swing, Chambers
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brought it down on Job's back, sending that worthy head
over heels down the steps, howling with mingled terror
and pain.
For a moment the helmsman stood silently witnessing the fracas, then, drawing a huge knife, he uttered a
defiant shout and rushed toward the boys.
"Stand by, Kirby!" shouted the young leader. "Look
out for him!"
They were grouped almost back to back in a little space
just under the scuttle hatch, and .nearly in the door of
the cabin. The approaching ruffian had stood at the top
of the steps, while Job, groaning and swearing, lay
stretched out on the deck.
In his rage Brocky had not taken under consideration
the fact that two stalwart, well-built lads, armed with
heavy weapons, formed a combination not to be despised,
but he soon corrected his error.
On reaching a place from where he could see the preparations made for his reception, he halted and, flourishing his knife, threatened:
"Drop them t'ings, young feller! Drop them, I say,
or I'll cut yer t'roats !"
"You don't say so?" drawled Chambers, chuckling.
"Hadn't you better drop your pig-sticker and surrender
instead?"
Brocky gave a gasp of anger at the cool request of the
cadet, and then made a motion as if he intended charging them, but he speedily changed his mind on seeing
Harold lift the stove-lids, and contented himself with
swearing lustily.
"Youse fellers are only makin' t'ings worse for yerselves," he added, in a confiding tone. "If yer give up
peaceful like an' promise to say nothing, I'll see w'ot I
can do about puttin' yer ashore; see?"

Complications.

139

"l\fr. Brocky, or whatever your name is, you are a
confounded liar, and you know it," promptly replied
Hughes.
" Don't you call names, kid. Don't yer do it," blustered the ruffian, wrathfully.
Then, suddenly pointing behind them, he shouted:
" Cut their windpipes, Job ! Kill the blokes!"
Taken unawares, both Harold and Kirby turned quickly, expecting to see the injured footpad, but instead of
that they found the cunning Brocky at their side.
H e had tried an old dodge, and found that it worked
to perfection.
Giving Harold a slash with the knife, he made a fierce
attack on Chambers, endeavoring to plunge the murderous weapon in his breast, but the lad was too quick for
him.
Darting aside, he struck out with his left fist and
caught the scoundrel under the chin, knocking him back
against Hughes.
The latter had only been lightly touched with the keen
blade, and was still fit for duty, so when he felt Brocky's
body against his he dealt him a swift blow with the loaded
coat sleeve at close quarters, managing to knock the knife
from his hand.
He tried to follow up his advantage, but the ruffian
slipped from him like an eel, and ran through the door
out on deck.
"After him," cried Harold, snatching up the dagger.
"Now is our time to escape!"
"What about Job?" asked Kirby, pointing toward the
fallen man. "Hadn't we better secure him first?"
Hughes instantly saw that it would be a wise precaution, so they accordingly tied his hands and feet, and laid
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him alongside his mate. Then, running to the door, they
peeped over the edge of the scuttle.
The deck was clear, but perched out on the extreme
end of the bowsprit was Brocky, white with mingled terror and wrath.
Chambers laughed shortly, and muttered:
"Seems to be afraid of us, eh? I guess he has learned
that two kids are not so easily disposed of. What are
you going to do?"
Before his friend could reply, the frightened ruffian
stood up, and grasping the jib-stay with one hand, began
waving the other to a handsome little yacht which suddenly appeared in view from up the river.
"Yacht, ahoy!" he shouted. "Send help on board.
There's mutiny afoot!"
"What on earth does the fellow mean?" exclaimed
Hughes, in astonishment. "Has he gone crazy?"
"He has some scheme in mind," replied Chambers, uneasily. "I'll bet he intend~ to tell them we are trying to
steal the schooner. If he attempts that we will convince
them differently in two seconds."
Harold glanced at his chum's costume, then at his
own, and slowly shook his head.
"I am afraid we will have a hard time making people
believe we are cadets from West Point. You certainly "
look like a tramp, and I don't doubt but what I am just
as bad."
One glance at Hughes' ragged garments and dirty
face, the latter besmeared with blood, proved the truth
of his assertion. It would certainly be a severe strain on
any ordinary man's credulity to try and take him for an
army cadet.
For a moment Harold was tempted to make an attack
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on Brocky, and compel him to keep silent, but he instantly
dismissed the idea and decided to wait.
In the meantime, the cunning villain ~ad continued his
cries and gesticulations.
Finally the pleasure craft ran alongside, and a man
clad in a neat uniform stepped out on deck.
"What is the trouble on board?" he shouted.
Brocky climbed down from the bowsprit, and answered:
"Them fellers aft there are tryin' to steal this here
schooner. They've killed my mates an' are trying to do
away wid me. Send some men over and help ketch them,
will yer ?"
The captain of the yacht-for such he appeared to be
.- gave a start of surprise, and, darting in the pilot-house,
speedily reappeared, clutching a revolver.
He then called to several gentlemen who had been attracted on deck by the stopping of the vessel.
"Here is a pretty how-de-do, sir," he exclaimed, addressing a tall young man, evidently the owner. "There's
murder been committed aboard that vessel, sir, and those
two villains aft are the criminals."
"I declare! Is it possible?" replied the youth, in horri~
fied tones. "This must be attended to at once. Mr. Cutter, run close to her, and secure the scoundrels."
Thinking the affair had gone far enough, Harold
climbed on the rail, and called out:
"That man forward is lying, sir. We are cadets from
West Point, and have been kidnaped by a couple of highwaymen. If you will investigate you can find the truth
of my assertion."
"West Pointers?" exclaimed the owner of the yacht,
incredulously, then eyeing them through his glasses, he
burst into a laugh.

Complications.
"Fancy the beggars calling themselves cadets,'' he giggled, turning to his companions. "That's a deuced good
joke, eh?"
Hughes and Kirby reddened with anger at the insolent tone, and clenched their fists involuntarily.
"I'd like to punch the simpleton's nose," muttered the
latter.
"Keep quiet," warned his friend, cautiously. "Wait
until we get out of this scrape."
Quick to see the state of affairs, Brocky walked toward
the waist, and, when the other craft swung close enough,
he jumped on board.
Not to be outdone, Harold tried to do the same thing,
but the yacht's captain pointed his revolver toward him
with the harsh command of halt.

CHAPTER XXII.
ON 'l'HE YACH'!'.

Hughes obeyed the skipper's order to keep off the
yacht, but it was with a very bad grace.
He viewed with alarm Brocky's strenuous efforts to
convince the youthful owner of the pleasure craft that he
was in immediate danger of assassination, and, when
several of the crew prepared to board the schooner under
the captain's command, he felt t·h at he and his chum were
simply getting out of the frying-pan into the fire.
"All we can do is to demand an investigation," he
whispered to Kirby. "But that will allow these scoundrels fime to escape, and I confess I would like to see
them brought to justice."
"For gracious sake! won't you be satisfied to get out
of their reach?" asked his companion, in amazement.
"No; I want to ascertain who put Bill up to this business. If it is the captain, I'd like to know--"
"Throw up your hands there, and be blamed quick
about it! Here, drop that knife!"
The command came from the skipper. He had walked
forward on the yacht until he reached a spot just abreast
of them, and now stood with revolver aimed in their
direction.
The cadets promptly elevated their arms, and remained
in that position until a party of seamen from the other
vessel manacled them together. They were then carefully
watched until the owner and his friends examined the
cabin.
Not one of the ritfi yoi.ttHs descended until one of the
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sailors had gone down first, however. It was evident they
deemed discretion the better part of valor.
Job and Bill were speedily discovered, and released
from their confinement. The former had apparent ly recovered from the effects of Harold's blow, as he rushed
on deck in a towering rage, and immediately attempte d
to attack the two lads.
Several men from the yacht soon interfere d and bade
him be quiet.
The ruffian was shrewd, and instantly saw the state of
affairs. A few words spoken in a loud voice by Brocky
also assisted him to take his cue, and he addresse d the
young proprieto r of the pleasure boat in tones of mingled
injury and gratitude .
"I am orful glad you happened along, yer honor. These
blamed willians hid aboard de schooner at Newburg , an'
den kim out while we wuz under way an' took us by
surprise. Dey knocked me down fust, den hit my mate
over the head. Wot dey wants I dunno 'cept it is to
rob the hooker."
"He is not telling the truth, sir," cried Harold, indignantly. "We caught him trying to rob a gentlema n and
lady between Highland Falls and West Point, and because we interfere d, or for some other reason, he brought
us aboard this vessel."
"A likely story!" sneered Job. "We are decent seafarin' men, yer honor, an' can furnish reference s."
"Who from? Those police officers who were after you
last night?" asked Kirby, shrewdly.
Bill turned slightly pale, and looked confused.
"Wot perlice ?" he blustered. "I don't know anythink
about cops around yer."
Suddenly Harold glanced astern, and called out:
"Why, there they are now I"
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The effect of his annou nceme nt was peculiar. Job
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while Bill and Brock
for concealed weapons.
Our hero gazed trium phant ly at the yacht 's owner.
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The young gentle man
seemed as if the accused lads were helpin g their case.
,
One of his guests , an intelligent appea ring youth
.
stively
steppe d forwa rd and said, sugge
"Don 't you think it would be a good idea to carry the
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boys and one of the sailors to New York, and repor t
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e?
matte r to the autho rities, Georg
much more time, as I want to catch the train to Philadelph ia."
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"If youse would leave them wid us, we'd see they
were given to de cops in the city, yer honor ," he insinall
uated . "It would save yer the trouble, an' den we'd
be dere to testify ."
The one addre ssed as Charlie appea red suipic ious now,
and he whispered to his host for a moment. The latter
looked slight ly astonished, and then called out in a stern
voice :
"We canno t waste any more time with this affair.
you
Bring the prison ers on board, captain. Now, one of
come with them, and be quick about it."
Instea d of complying, Bill waited until the cadets had
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been transferred to the yacht, then he quickly cast off
the ropes and allowed the Mary Ann to sheer away.
"What are you doing there, you lubber?" asked the
skipper, wrathfully. "Where is the;: man you want to
send as a witness?"
"Ain't goin' to send no man," replied the ruffian, sourly.
"Glad to git rid of 'em as it is."
"Hi, there!" shouted the youthful owner, loudly.
"What do you mean, confound you? Come back here,
and--"
Job interrupted him by growling something not entirely complimentary to the youth's intelligence in general,
then sauntered to the helm and put the schooner before
the wind in calm contempt.
"Well, I declare!" gasped the proprietor of the pleasure craft, reddening. "The impudent wretch! I have a
mind to have him arrested."
"Let them go," advised Charlie, unable to prevent a
smile. "We will take the boys down to New York and
turn them over to the authorities with an explanation of
the whole affair, then they can investigate further."
This seemed good advice, so George ordered the captain to get under way, and the voyage down the river
was resumed.
Harold and Kirby, manacled, were at first placed in
a spare room forward, where the boatswain, or carpenter,
kept their stores, but finally they were sent for from the
cabin.
"The gents aft want to speak with you kids," said the
steward, when he came for them. "If you wish to clean
up a little you can go to the wash-room forward with
me."
That was just what both lads yearned for, and they

On the Yacht.

147

took advantag e of the offer so promptly that the colored
servant conclude d they were not so bad as painted.
When they appeared in the cabin a moment later, their
freshly-w ashed faces and carefully -brushed hair had
worked such a change in their looks that George and his
guests showed evidences of astonishm ent.
"Why, I declare!" exclaime d the former.
"Are these the same lads, steward? "
"We are the two, sir," Harold replied, in lieu of the
servant.
He smiled as he spoke, and added :
"I hope you will listen to our side of this affair now,
sir. It is a peculiar story from beginnin g, but we can
substanti ate it in every particula r."
He then gave his intereste d audience a lucid description of all that had taken place since leaving the academy
grounds the precedin g night, not mentioni ng, however,
his reason for the journey.
"Now, sir," he concluded, "all this can be proven by
commun icating with the academy. As for the story told
by those ruffians, it is not worth denying. I am only
sorry they stand a good show of escaping the punishm ent
they deserve."
That his recital carried conviction was evident, and, if
it were not for the peculiar fact that George, the owner
of the yacht, was one of those conceited mortals who
never acknowle dge a mistake from fear that it will endanger their reputatio n for good sense, the lads would
have been put on shore at the nearest town with enough .
·
money to see them back to the Point.
As it was, he hemmed and hawed for a while, and then
said:
"Your tale sounds plausible, young men, but the proofs
are still lacking, and I shall be compelled to carry you
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before the New York authorities. It is clearly my duty
as a law-abiding citizen."
The last sentence was said in a pompous tone, and, after
uttering it, the speaker glanced around for approval.
Of his several guests, Charlie was the only one who
did not appear to agree with him, but even he did not
raise a verbal objection.
Harold was deeply disappointed, and viewed the threatening arrest with horror. He wished above all things to
escape figuring in a court of law, because of the taint of
disgrace bound to follow.

I '

CHAPTER XXIII.
"STOP THIEF!"

Concluding to make a last attempt to induce the
yacht's owner to change his mind, Harold spoke long and
earnestly on the subject, and was also assisted by Kirby,
who said emphatically, if boyishly:
"Now, see here, sir; just put yourselves in our place,
and fancy how you'd like to be returned to the military
academy by a police officer, and be made a guy of by all
the cadets. Honestly, I'd rather jump overboard than go
through it."
Catching Charlie's eye, the lad turned such an imploring look toward him that the rich young gentleman was
touched, and immediately resolved to do what he could
for them.
He appeared to have some influence with George, as a
moment's whispered consultation with the latter resulted
in the cadets being informed that they would be set at
liberty on reaching the city.
This was joyful news, and Harold expressed his gratitude in lively terms.
"You will not regret it, sir," he added, "and to prove
that our story is true,.I will write from the academy Just
as soon as we report again."
The boys were given some breakfast, and on arrival off
the Battery a boat was sent ashore with them.
As they left the side of the yacht its owner called out
that he hoped they would prove to be what they had represented themselves to be, although he still had his
doubts.
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"Well, Harold, this is a pretty experience for two West
Pointers, I must say," remarked Kirby, dropping into a
seat near the elevated railroad structure. "Here we are,
turned loose in this city, without a cent and dressed like
tramps."
"Oh, that does not make any difference!" Hughes replied, cheerfully. "We will soon find our way back to the
academy."
"How? We haven't any money, and it's too far to
walk."
·
"We can either telegraph to the commandan t or go to
the army building and see some officer on duty there."
"What is the matter with seeing the superintende nt of
police and explaining matters to him. Maybe he will
help us, and also catch those scoundrels."
"I do not ;.,ish to have anything to do with the authorities in this case or allow it to become public in any
way. The newspapers will get hold of it then, and we'll
never hear the last of it. No, old boy, that won't do.
Come along to the army building. It is up there, I
think."
Harold led the way out of the park, and after inquiring
the proper street of a passerby, at last arrived at the huge
stone structure used by Uncle Sam as an army headquarters in the metropolis.
Forgetting their rough garments, the two cadets
walked in the front entrance and passed on down the
hall looking for some one to direct them to the office of
the officer in charge.
Presently a man clad in a janitor's uniform appeared
and asked them in no gentle tones what they were doing
in the building.
"If ye have come to beg, young fellers, ye'd better git
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out, as we don't allow tramps here," he added, importantly.
"We are here on business, and wish to see the colonel
in command," hotly replied our hero, incensed at the fellow's tone. "Take us to him at once."
"Yis, Oi will, in yer moind," retorted the janitor, moving toward them. "Oi'll take yez to the lock-up if yer
don't git out of that <lure. Skip now, or by the powers,
Oi'll have yez arrested."
"You are making a big mistake when you take us for
tramps, my friend," began Kirby, but he was not allowed
to proceed any further.
Becoming more and more angry at what he thought
was the impudence of a couple of toughs, the official ran
to a speaking tube leading below and called out to some
fellow-janitor for assistance.
"Come on, Chambers ; we'd better get out of this to
save trouble," advised Harold, seeing that a disgraceful
controversy was bound to ensue.
The more reckless lad reluctantly followed him out of
the building, and, as a parting shot, sung out while passing through the door:
"If we had you somewhere else, we'd beat your Irish
head off, you bog-trotter. "
This was adding insult to injury, and the incensed Celt
immediately sallied forth for revenge.
"Phat's that ye called me!" he howled. "Holy murther l
but Oi'll git square wid yez."
As luck would have it, a policeman sauntered around
the corner just then and overheard the janitor's threat.
The sight of two ill-clad boys, and the irate face of the
official, who happened to be an acquaintanc e of his,
stirred the minion of the law to action, and he bore down
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on the group, to use a nautical expression, with majestic
steps.
"What do be the matter, Pat?" he called out, drawing
his club.
Before the janitor could answer Harold saw that they
were in great danger of arrest, and he whispered to Kirby
to run.
It happened that a Broadway car was coming up at that
moment, attended by the usual collection of trucks and
other vehicles, so when Hughes and his friend made a
sudden dash toward the opposite side of the street the
policeman noticed their action just in time to see them
disappear across the car'~ front platform.
He immediately gave chase, calling out:
"Stop thafe I Stop thafe I"
As a matter of course, the cry soon attracted the attention of all within hearing, and a crowd of several hundred persons were soon in hot pursuit of the unfortunate
cadets.
Hughes and his chum did not stop on reaching the opposite side, but darted down a convenient street, and had
almost reached another crossing when the officer appeared in view with the howling mob.
"We are in for it now!" exclaimed Kirby, his face paling at the sight.
·
"Don't give up, old boy," replied Harold, gritting his
teeth. "If we are caught that fellow will swear us into jail
sure."
Their position was growing desperate. Several men in
front had heard the cries and were coming toward them
with the undoubted intention of catching the lads.
Hemmed in both behind and ahead, it seemed as if another moment would see them in the hands of tlie police,
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when Hughes, who was slightly in advance, darted
through, an open door, closely followed by his chum.
When the mob arrived at the spot they found it to be
a hallway, but it was now empty. The alleged thieves
had completely disappeared.
The police, of whom there were now three or four,
drew their clubs and made a thorough search, finding
that the narrow apartment led to a back court, on the
other side of which was a cheap lodging-house fronting
on another street.
It was simply through sheer desperation that our hero
entered the hall. He realized that it would be utterly
impossible to escape by running on, so, like a drowning
man catching at a straw, he darted in the first open door.
It fortunately turned out as describ ed above, and the
sorely pressed lads soon found themselves in a strange
street, safe at last.
It did not take them long to put a considerable distance
between them and that part of the town where they had
just met with such a disconraging experience.
"Whew I but that was a close shave I" exclaimed Chambers, slacking his speed.
"I should say so," coindded Harold, emphatically. "A
little more and we would have been arrested. Say! let's
get out of this town a!'I quick as possible. I don't like
the way they treat strangers."
"Nor I, old boy," replied Kirby, with a grin. "They
are too hospitable by tar. Want to provide one with
lodgings free of charge the first thing. What are you
going to do now?"
"Telegraph."
"What with? A check on the Point?"
"We will see if they won't send a message collect at
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the other end," replied Hughes, soberly. "We have to
do something, Chambers, that's flat."
"What are you going to say?"
"Oh, just tell the superintendent we are here and want
passage to the academy."
"Then add that we'll explain later, eh?"
"'Yes. Here is the Western Union office."
They entered the Broadway edifice of the telegraph
company, and Harold asked a lady stationed at the receiving window if he could send a collect message to West
Point.
"Yes ; by first depositing the amount with our cashier," she promptly replied.
"But I haven't any money," Hughes stammered, embarrassed at the confession.
"We are compelled to obey the rules, young man," answered the clerk, severely. "Please make way for the
gentlemen behind you."
Harold turned sadly away, and to his extreme surprise
and joy saw the familiar figun: of Lieutenant Carey CO!!rad standing before him.

CHAPTER XXIV.
A SIGNIFICANT MEETING.

At first the young officer did not recognize him, but a
sudden exclamation from Harold caused him to glance at
the lad's face, ana he gave a start of amazement.
Even then he did not appear certain, and simply stared
at Hughes and Kirby until the smiles on the cadets'
countenances brought added proof of their identity.
"Well, what in the deuce are you doing here?" he
gasped.
"That will require a long explanation, Conrad," replied
Harold, shaking the lieutenant's hand with extreme satisfaction. "Oh, I am so glad to meet you here. We are
in a bad fix, and if you hadn't come along I don't know
what would have happened. Ain't there some place
around here where we can talk without attracting attention?"
The last question was caused by the many curious
glances cast in their direction from strangers passing by.
These were not the results of an idle curiosity, but from
the fact that fashionably dre::.sed gentlemen, as a rule, do
11.ot shake hands with ragged youths in public places.
Carey saw the truth of the remark. and he instantl.¥ replied:
"It don't make any difference to me, boys, but if you
wish to escape observation we will run over to the Astor
House and engage a room. It is only a couple of blocks
from here."

A Significant Meeting.
On the wav to the hotel he turned to Harold and asked
gravely:
"You boys have not-have not-deser ted, have you?"
Kirby laughed boisterous ly at the question, and intercepted his chum's reply by saying:
"Not by a jugful, Mr. Conrad. Wild horses couldn't
drag us from the old academy."
"It's a very strange story, sir," added Hughes, soberly.
"And you will hardly believe it."
Before the young officer had time to answer they arrived at the Broadway entrance of the famous hotel. A
few words to the clerk in charge proved. sufficient, and
they were soon installed in a pleasant room.
"Now, first of all, Carey," asked Harold, "did you write
me a letter yesterday? "
"A letter?" echoed the lieutenant in surprise. "Why,
no, certainly not."
"I thought all along it was a fraud, or at least since
leaving the academy, and now I am sure. There has
been some deep plotting going on, lieutenant , and it almost succeeded ."
Hughes then related in detail everything which hacl
occurred since their leaving camp the previous evening.
He spoke with a natural eloquence, and his auditor listened with bated breath to the dark story of abduction
and attempted assassination.
When the young cadet had finished Carey jumped to
his feet and walked up and down the room in an excess
of rage.
"Oh, the scoundrel !" he muttered, clenching his fists.
"To think that an officer of the United States Army
should be guilty of such a despicable crime. It is almost
past belief."
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"That's what it is, sir,'' chimed in Kirby, heartily. "He
surely didn't get his lessons in villainy at the academy."
Again seating himself, Conrad thought deeply for a
while; then he said to Hughes:
"Ii it was not for one thing I would recommend exposing the rascal this very day. As it is, I think it best
to say nothing about the captain's share in this affair until
later."
Drawing a paper from an inside pocket, he continued:
"Here is a letter from a private detective I sent to Riverside several weeks ago. He has been watching Ralph
Orth, and says that the latter's brother-the captainpaid a visit to the town not long ago. This detective
succeeded in getting employed in the household as a servant, and managed to overhear several conversations between the pair of rascals.
"From what he could understand, old Ralph was urging his brother on to put a certain person out of the way
so they could secure some property without fear of future
trouble. It seems that the captain, who, by the way, is
very dissipated, has run deeply into debt, and drew on
his brother to satisfy the amounts. This the old miser
hesitated to furnish until he suddenly got a chance at
your fath er 's fortune. The rest you know.".
Hughes felt deeply grateful to his friend for the interest the latter was taking in his affairs, and he said so in
heartfelt tones.
"I am doing this for two reason.s, young man," replied
Carey, smilingly. "In the first place, I want to help you
all I can from general principles, and then again, I consider it my duty as an officer and a gentleman to rid the
army of such ·a despicable scoundrel as Captain Orth.
Now, I was just in the act of telegraphing certain instructions to the detective in Riverside when I met you so for·
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tunately. I wanted to tell him to secure all the proofs he
can of the conspiracy, and let me know from time to time
how things are going."
"Can't we get the captain out somewher e and beat him
with a club until he confesses? " anxiously asked Chambers, deeply interested .
His companio ns laughed at the lad's comical sugges- 6
tion, but did not offer to adopt the idea. More subtle
weapons than a club would have to be brought into use
to defeat the scoundrel.
"By the way, Harold, where is this letter supposed to
have been written by me?" asked Conrad.
The young cadet looked through his clothes without
success for a while, then replied:
"I must have left it in my uniform, hidden on the
mountain just above the road to the academy. I will get
it, and give it to you when we return. Now, what about
our explanatio n to the superinten dent?"
Carey looked grave on hearing the latter question.
"By Jove! I hardly know what to say, boys. Of
course, you would be cleared of any serious charge if we
told him all about the conspiracy, but that is just what we
don't want to do yet. The only chance we have of probing the matter to the bottom is by keeping quiet and
leading the captain to believe that no danger exists.
"Probably it would be just as well for you to report to
the comma:idant on reaching the academy and then refer
him to me. I am on my way there now from Washington, and will accompany you as far as the grounds. You
will be placed under arrest at once, no doubt, but keep a
stiff upper lip, and if it begins to look serious I'll have a
private talk with the superinten dent."
"I would run any risk to get back my mother's property," replied Hughes, "but I don't care to endanger
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Kirby's prospec ts; he is in trouble enough already on my
account ."
"What did I tell you last night, Harold Hughes ?" cried
Chambe rs, wrathfu lly. "If you commen ce to talk that
way I'll refuse to go back at all, and be called a deserter .
I want to tell you once for all that I am with you heart
and soul in this affair ; do you underst and?"
"Well, don't quarrel about it, boys," laughed Carey,
secretly proud of the cadet's stanch friendsh ip for his
protege . "I dare say you will find yourself a martyr soon
enough . Now, it is almost time for the train to Highland Falls, so if you will come with me I'll settle-a t the
office and we will then go over to the station. "
An hour later the three friends were on board a fast
train en route to the academ y. On the way Harold explained their adventu re with the janitor of the army building.
Conrad laughed heartily , but admitte d that he could
hardly blame the man for bouncin g such disrepu table
characte rs. This was said with such a quizzical glance at
their attire that both lads joined in the mirth at their expense.
It had been decided to say nothing about the footpad s
to the city police, as that would necessarily entail notoriety, and possibly cause Bill to give away the whole
plot, if capture d.
The traveler s left the train at Highlan d Falls station
and took a carriage for the town. Carey left them there
and went on to the post, while the two lads looked up
their uniform s and exchang ed the neat gray garmen ts for
the rags they had worn since the previou s night.
After that had been attende d to they walked to the
academ y and went at once to the comma ndant's office.
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Lieutenant Conrad was just leaving as they reached
the door. Drawing them to one side, he said:
"I have seen both the superintendent and the commandant, and have stated that I met you in New York
trying to return here. I also told them that you had
left the academy clandestinely on business of great importance to one of you. At first they absolutely refused
to listen to anything except a court-martial, but upon my
saying that I was personally acquainted with the circumstances, and would pledge my honor that it would be revealed in due time, they consented to let you off with a
light punishment.
"The superintendent said that if the secret was not
forthcoming within the gradt.tating term he would let this
escapade stand against your commission.''
Glad to get off so easy, Harold and Kirby entered the
office and presented themselves to the commandant.
That official did not waste any words with them, however, but simply ordered them to report at their company's headquarters at once. As they were leaving the
room, he called out :
"I hope you will be satisfied with a quiet life within the
academy limits for the next few years, young gentlemen.
If not, you may have a better opportunity to live outside
than yon care for."
The significance of this speech was not lost on the
cadets, and Kirby remarked as they were leaving the
building:
"I guess he means it, old boy, and it behooves us to
say nothing and 'bone demerits' for a while, eh?"
"I heartily agree with you, chum," replied Hughes.
"We ought to settle down for the next six months at
least and devote our time to hard study. I confess I
greatly desire to pass the annual 'exam' as high as pas-
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sible, and if close application to the books will do it I will
succeed."
Just as they entered the parade-g round on their way to
the summer camp a party of officers accompanied by several civilians . among whom was a young lady, came out
of the library and met them face to face.
The officer nearest them was Captain Orth, and as he
recogniz ed Harold he staggere d back with a stifled exclamation of mingled terror and surprise.

CHAPTER XXV.
ON 'l'HE SIGNAL 'l'OWER.

The peculiar actions of Captain Orth instantly attracted
the attention of his companions, and one, a junior .surgeon, hurriedly asked him if he was ill.
"No-that is-I felt a slight giddiness, doctor," replied
Orth, recovering his composure by a great effort. "It is
nothing at all. I am all right now."
While speaking he forced a smile, at the same time
turning his back to Harold and Kirby.
The latter had halted on seeing the commotion, but
now they attempted to pass with a regulation salute to
the officers of the party, when suddenly the young lady
stepped forward , and glanced searchingly at our hero.
Taken by surprise, Harold almost forgot to bow at the
unexpected attention.
"Why, father, this is the young gentleman that saved
us from those highwaymen last night!" she exclaimed,
turning to an old white-haired man forming one of the
group.
"Nonsense, Ethel!" replied the one addressed, looking
at Hughes. "This is one of the cadets, and that boy was
a citizen."
"Great gosh!" murmured Chambers, under his breath.
"It's the girl in the carriage!"
Hughes felt highly embarrassed, and wished that he
was miles away. He knew that if he was identified with
the lad who had filled such an important part in their, no
doubt, much talked of adventure, it would form a subject
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of conversation for the whole academy, and that was just
what he wished to prevent.
How to get out of it without telling a deliber::ite lie, he
did not know. To gain time, he lifted his jaunty cap and
said, politely :
"I beg your pardon, but did you wish to speak with
me?"
It was now the young lady's turn to become embarrassed. She blushed slightly, and involuntarily turned to
her parent.
"You must excuse my daughter, sir," said the old gentleman, good-humor edly. "She has mistaken you for
one who lately rendered us a valuable service."
"I am really sorry it is a mistake, sir," gallantly replied
Hughes. "As nothing would have given me greater
pleasure."
Then, with another ceremoniou s bow, he walked on
with Chambers, leaving the party smiling at his tact.
Harold cast a cautious glance at Captain Orth as he
moved away, and was rewarded by seeing the scoundrelly
officer scowl at him in a menacing manner.
After they had walked out of hearing, Kirby nudged
his chum and said, slyly:
"She's a beauty, isn't she?"
"What are you talking about?" asked Harold, in reply,
affecting ignorance of his companion's meaning.
"Oh, you are terribly innocent all at once. Why, the
young lady, of course. And see how she blushed when
she spoke to you. Ha, ha!"
"You're a fool," retorted Hughes, reddening. "And
if you don't stop that talk, I will break your neck."
Chambers was not greatly alarmed by the terrible
threat, but he ceased talking, as they were drawing near
the camp.
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Their appearance was hailed with many exclamations
of wonder by their brother-cadets, and after they had reported for duty, a crowd surrounded them.
" Well, you are fine fellows, I must say," remarked
George West, with a prolonged grin. "Where under the
heavens have you been?"
"Oh, taking a stroll for our health," replied Kirby, carelessly. "The surgeon told the old man that we were suffering from cramps in the liver, and that it would be best
to let us have a spin to New York."
"Get out, you confounded fibber! But, honestly,
have you been to the city?"
"Didn't I say so? Do you doubt my word, sir?" demanded Chambers, in such a dignified tone that every one
laughed.
To appease their curiosity, Harold stated that he and
Kirby had been suddenly called away, but that everything
had been satisfactorily explained to the powers that be.
Leaving this slight information as a sop to their curiosity, the two lads went to their tents and dressed in the
uniform of the day.
It was now about dinner-time, and they soon found
that the many startling adventures gone through with
since leaving the academy had in no wise diminished their
appetites.
The bugle-call for mess formation had never seemed
so welcome as it did that noon, and Harold lost no time
in joining the front ranks. Chambers was ne.xt to him,
and the two lads found themselves the center of attraction.
Life at the academy is not prolific of thrilling incidents
as a rule, and when anything occurs so much out of the.
common as two junior cadets taking "French leave" with-
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out being severely punished for it, the principals in the
affair are bound to find themselves famous .
Kirby rather gloried in it, but Hughes would have preferred less notoriety if it had been in his power to choose.
Noticing the absence of Ralph Orth, Harold asked a
cadet, and was informed that he had been detailed for
signal drill, and had gone over to the tower across the
river early that morning.
"I think another party will be sent to relieve them this
afternoon," he added. "It's great fun, and gives a fellow a chance to stretch his legs outside the grounds. I
guess you and your chum will go along this time."
A couple of days .previous, Hughes and Kirby would
have hailed the opportunity with delight, but their experience during the last twenty-four hours had taken
away all feverish desire to "stretch their legs," as the lad
put it.
However, they were there to obey, and when the ~ig
naling detail was made up, they went with the rest of
those ordered.
The system of conveying messages from point to point
in the United States Army embraces among others, the
use of flags, or, as it is termed, "wig-wagging. "
To teach the embryo officers at the military academy,
the Government has placed two stations near the grounds,
one at old Fort Putnam on the crest of the hills just back
of the post, and another on a high tower crowning the
mountain across the Hudson River.
It was to this last one that Harold and his chum were
sent that afternoon, together with several other cadets.
The party marched down to the ferry landing, and were
taken across in short order. Following a long, winding
road, they reached the summit in good time and found
the other detail in readiness to depart.
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"I'll bet Ralph will be disappointed when he sees you,u
whispered Kirby to his friend, as they marched up to the
tower.
"Not any more than his father appeared to be," replied
Hughes, with a short laugh. "Did you notice how agitated he was this morning when we met that crowd?"
"No; I was too busy watching the tell-tale blushes
playing hide and seek on that fair young lady while she
was speaking to-ouch I"
Harold interrupted the young scalawag's insinuating
speech by a surreptitious pinch, causing him to howl in
such a manner that the lieutenant in charge of the party
threatened to send him back in disgrace.
"I thought you had gone through enough trouble with
the colonel to-day, Cadet Chambers," he remarked, in a
severe tone. "If I am compelled to make a report of
your misconduct, I am afraid it will go hard with you."
Kirby saw the truth of the remark, and hung his head
in contriteness. He managed to give Harold a glance,
however, that meant volumes in the way of good-humored
revenge.
Our hero paid no attention to it, otherwise than by a
threatening motion with his fist. He was rather curious
to see what effect his appearance would have on the captain's worthy offspring.
The other detail met them at the top of the hill, but
Ralph was not among them.
His absence was explained a moment later by the officer in charge, who stated that he had left one cadet up
on the tower to prevent the flags from being blown
away. He also said that the lad could return with the
new detachment.
This arrangement being satisfactory, the cadets as-
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CHAPT ER XXVI.
A DARIN G
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Horrified at Ralph's insane action, Hughes ran to the
edge and looked over, fully expecting to see the lad's
mangled body at the base of the tower.
It was not visible, however, but several broken and
torn bushes, just where the mountain side sloped toward
the distant river, seemed to indicate that the unfortun ate
eadet's body had rolled out of sight in the foliage.
"This is terrible I" exclaimed the lieutenant, coming
up at that moment. "How did it happen? "
While several of the boys were trying to explain,
Hughes beckoned to Kirby, and rapidly descended the
steps.
"Hurry, old boy," he said. "We may be in time to
save him. It was an awful fall, but it is still possible
he is living, and we can do more good searchin g for
him than staying up there."
Nothing loath, Chambers hurried after his friend, and
the two cadets soon found themselves on the ground.
It was but the work of a moment to find the place
where Ralph had struck. A shattered bush pointed out
the spot, and just beyond were various marks, such as
broken tree branches and scattered leaves, showing that
his body had rolled in that direction.
'fhe ground sloped at a steep angle just there, and the
boys knew the bank of foliage was liable to conceal a
dangerous ravine or sharp precipice.
"If we only had a rope, you could lower me down,''
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suggested Hughes, glancing around him in search of
some article that would answer the purpose.
" How would that long limb do ?" asked his companion,
pointing to a tree branch near the edge. "You could
hold one end, and--"
He was interrupted by the faint sound of a groan. It
came from beyond the bushes, and was plainly apparent.
"He's alive!" shouted Hughes, excitedly. "Quick,
Kirby I hold the limb while I crawl down the slope.
Here I brace your feet against that rock."
Both boys sung out to those above, giving the news
and asking them tb hurry down.
The lieutenant came first, and immediately took charge
of the rescuing party. Hughes explained his plan, but
it did not meet with the officer's approval.
Unfortunately he happened to be a pompous member
of the academy staff, and the bare idea of an ordinary
first-year cadet offering suggestions was unpardonable
in his eyes. The army is afflicted with such characters
as well as other professions.
"A couple of you boys go down to the ferry-landing
and borrow a rope," he ordered, addressing the detail in
general. "Make haste, now, and hurry back. Get a
stout line about thirty feet in length."
Harold was surprised that his superior officer should
adopt a plan causing such a delay. The distance to the
river was fully two miles, and it would require at least
an hour to secur.e the rope, while by utilizing the tree
branch they could proceed with the work at once.
"Shall I try my plan, sir?" he asked, respectfully.
"I am in harge of this party, Cadet Hughes," quickly
replied the officer, glancing at Harold through his glasses
in a supercilious manner. "W.hen I wish advice, I'll
ask you--"
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"But, sir,'' expostu lated our hero, forgetti ng the difference between their ranks in his anxiety ; "it will be
some time before the boys can return with the rope, and
perhaps Orth is in momen tary danger of falling into some
ravine."
"What do you mean, sir?" shouted the lieutenant, white
with rage. "How dare you talk back to me? I'll have
you-- "
He was interrup ted by a wailing cry from the brush,
beyond which Ralph had disappeared.
"Help! help! I cannot hold on much longer. Save
me! Save m-me !"
The officer gave a start on hearing the appeal, and then
ran to the edge of the slope.
"We hear you, Orth," he called out. "Do your best
to keep up-hel p will be given you before long."
"I wonder if he will give in now, and let us use this
limb?" whispered Kirby.
But his words fell upon the empty air.
When he turned to speak to Hughes , he saw that the
latter had walked to the commencement of the slope, and
was now engaged in crawlin g down from bush to bush.
It was plainly apparen t the lad meant to risk punishment for disobedience of orders, and rescue his bitter
enemy, Ralph Orth.
The lieutena nt saw the move at once, and called to
Harold to come back under penalty of instant arrest.
Turning a deaf ear to the threat and the command,
Hughes dropped from the edge down to a slanting treetrunk. When he reached there he found that he was
not alone.
Kirby Chambers was at his heels, and carried the
I> ranch.
"Did you think I would let you do this alone?" he
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asked, reproachfully. "That officer will find two to
punish."
"I couldn't bear to hear that fellow cry for help so
piteously," said .Harold, from between his set teeth,
"without making an attempt to assist him. He has tried
to injure me in every way, but I hope I am not mean
enough to let that influence my actions."
"You are a noble fellow, Hughes," replied Chambers,
in tones of admiration.
His friend was too busy to hear the laudatory remark,
as at that moment he proceeded to lower himself further
down the slope.
Up on the ridge, the lieutenant fumed and swore at the
rank breach of discipline for a while, and then watched
the work of rescue with great: interest.
Under Harold's direction, Kirby held the long limb
tightly with both hands, and braced himself against the
trunk of an old tree. The other cadet grasped the novel
ladder with one hand and parted the bushes with the
other.
"Hurrah!" he instantly shouted; "I can see him. Keep
up your heart, Orth; I'll help you out in a moment."
From where he stood the form of Ralph Orth was
plainly visible, and he saw that the lad was in deadly
peril.
About six feet beyond the fringe of bushes Harold
was peering through was the frowning edge of a dangerous-looking precipice, and right on its brink hung the
captain's son, clinging to a fragment of rock.
His face was pale, and he appeared completely exhausted. It was plainly evident to Hughes that only the utmost haste would save him.
With another encouraging shout, he slipped through
the foliage, and then tried to reach Ralph's shoulder.
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He was deeply vexed to find that his utmost efforts
would only carry him within a few inches of the imperiled
lad. Some other plan must be tried.
"Can you crawl a little higher up?" he asked Ralph.
"I-I-am a-afraid to let go I" gasped young Orth.
"My body is slipping inch by inch. Oh, save me, Hughes,
and I'll tell you all about fath--'~
Before he could finish the sentence the rock gave way,
and he was just in the act of falling into the ravine
when Harold, regardless of self, made a grab for him.
It was fortunate that Kirby Chambers was well braced,
or the sudden shock would have either dragged the limb
from his hands, or drawn him down the slope.
As it was, he still held on to the branch, and a moment
later saw Hughes appear through the fringe of foliage
with Ralph Orth clinging around his neck.
The shout that went up from the young cadets on the
ridge could have been heard at the water's edge. They
whooped and yelled, and then gave three rousing cheers
for Hughes.
And then several of the more quick-witted formed a
hand-to-hand line, and helped the over-burdened lad up
to the base of the tower.
It was soon observed that Ralph had fainted from
exhaustion, and it was instantly resolved to signal the
academy for medical assistance.
Kirby volunteered to work the flags, so the lieutenant
told'him to ask for a surgeon, and also to have some one
tell Captain Orth that his son had been injured.
Chambers hurried to the top of the tower, and, seizing
one of the signal pennants, commenced to wave it back
and forth to attract the attention of the other tower.
He received an immediate response-in fact, the detail
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in Fort Putnam had been waiting for some time for the
commencement of practice.
Very skillfully did the cadet wave the necessary sentences with his flag. First to the right, then to the left,
following the Morse system, with its dots represented
by one side and the dashes by the other, ending each
word with the downward movement in front.
He finished at last, receiving in reply an assurance that
aid would be sent at once.
On reaching the ground once more, he found to his
surprise and indignation that Hughes had been placed
under arrest by the lieutenant. A couple of cadets stood
at his side, and the officer was in the act of telling them
to take their prisoner to the academy guard-house.
Chambers took in the situation at a glance, then stepping forward, he placed himself next to his friend and
exclaimed:
"If you have arrested him, sir, you must not forget
me; I am equally as guilty."

CHAPTER XXVII.
THE ACCIDENT AT PONTOON DRILL.

The lieutenant stared at him for a moment in amazement, and then shouted:
"What is this, sir? You are insubordinate, you young
scamp! Consider yourself under arrest, also."
Kirby gave an elaborate salute with his right hand,
and stood stiffly at attention.
"Well, in all my experience, I never saw such mutinous conduct," growled the officer, glaring at the two
cadets. "Why, one would think I was an enlisted private
and they generals."
. At that juncture one of the other lads spoke up calmly,
but with determination :
"I beg your pardon, Lieutenant Trott, but the rest of
us think that Cadet Orth owes his life to Hughes, and
he was only obeying an instinct of common humanity by
rescuing him."
"Do you wish to join the prisoners?" asked Trott, savagely.
"No, sir; but if we are called as witnesses we intend
to testify that Hughes and Chambers risked their lives
in saving a fellow-cadet, and that you forbid them doing
just the thing that resulted so successfully."
The officer bit his lips in vexation. He knew in his
heart that, although he could have the boys punished,
yet the superintendent, a fair-minded gentleman, would
censure him, if not call a court of inquiry.
If it were one or two cadets only, then he might get
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the best of it, but with the whole detail arrayed against
him, it would be a hard matter to convince the head of
the academy that he was in the right.
Making no reply to the last speech of the resolute
cadet, he ran to the top of the tower, and "wig-wagge d"
for information concerning the departure of the surgeon.
This manceuvre was only to gain time to think over the
matter, however, but he learned at the same time that
Captain Orth and the doctor had already reached the
foot of the mountain.
Returning to the ground, Trott ordered Harold and
Kirby set at liberty, remarking that he would communicate with the superintende nt.
"That's just what he won't do," whispered Hughes,
highly indignant at his treatment. "But I am going to
see Lieutenant Conrad, and ask his advice about reporting
this outrage."
In the meantime, Ralph had recovered consciousness,,
and was sitting against the base of the tower, looking
pale and weak.
His escape from instant death was almost miraculous,
as he had fallen fully thirty feet. If it had not been
for the thick bushes upon which he had stmck, as against
a cushion, the accident would have resulted fatally beyond a doubt.
As it was, he had received a severe shock, which would
possibly confine him to the hospital for some time.
Up to the present nothing had been said about the cause
of the accident. He had been · seen to start back when
the new detail re.ached the platform, and then spring on
the parapet with an expression of terror upon his face.
The lieutenant now asked him why he had acted so
foolishly.
"I-I-don' t know, sir," Ralph stammered, glancing

176

The Accident at Pontoon Drill.

furtively at Harold. "It was just a bit of skylarking,
I suppose."
Hughes and Kirby smiled grimly. They knew the real
reason. It was plainly evident to both that young Orth
had been told of the plot by his father, and the unexpected
appearance of the cadet acted as a shock.
"I guess he thought I was a ghost," Harold managed
to whisper to his chum. "It was a good thing for him
a few moments ago that I proved to be real flesh and
blood."
Then he recollected what Ralph had said about some
information concerning the captain when he pleaded for
help, and he resolved to take advantage of the youth's
apparent gratitude while it was fresh in his remembrance.
Walking over to his side, he bent down, and, looking
him in the face, said gravely:
"You wished to tell me something, Ralph; what
was it?"
"What do you mean?" asked young Orth, in reply. "I
don't remember saying anything."
"Do you mean to deny telling me that if I saved you,
you would tell all about your--"
He was interrupted by hearing a sudden noise just behind him, and, turning quickly, he saw Captain Orth
walking in their direction.
Not deigning him a glance, the officer strode up, and,
stooping over his son, asked tenderly if he was badly
injured. Hughes quickly withdrew, but with the mental
resolution to have another interview with the son.
The surgeon made a hasty examination, and found that
Ralph had been severely bruised about the body, and was
still suffering from the shock. He also stated that abso- ,
lute rest was necessary for some time.
A stretcher had been brought over, on which young
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Orth was lifted and conyeyed to the academy by easy
stages. Before the captain left the ridge, Lieutenan t
Trott called him to one side and briefly explained the part
Harold and Kirby had taken in the rescue.
His auditor looked excessively annoyed, and cast a
furtive look at Harold as if he considered the unwelcome
informatio n another cause for hatred, then, turning to
both cadets, he said stiffly:
"You have my gratitude, young gentlemen, for your
assistance to my son."
Hughes and his chum simply bowed in reply, and then
gave a military salute with their right hand.
"The old pig! He don't mean a word of it," muttered
Chambers, disdainfully, as the captain walked away with
the stretcher. "I believe he would rather have had Ralph
killed than you rescue him."
Harold thoroughl y agreed with him.
After an hour's practice with the signal flags, the detail
was escorted back to the academy by Lieutenan t Trott,
and dismissed to their various companies.
Before night the occurrenc e was the talk of the post,
and Harold came in for more praise. At evening parade
his company commande r took occasion to draw him to
one side and compliment him highly on "his bravery.
Kirby was not forgotten, either, and he heard enough
pleasant words to make his mischievous face redden like
a full-blown peony.
The following morning Hughes met Lieutenan t Conrad near the riding-school, and had a long conversation
with him on the subjects of interest to both.
"Although my private opinion about the way Trott
treated you yesterday is that he tried to do you an injustice, yet I hardly think it would pay to take any further
I
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notice of it," Carey said, in reply to his young friend's
description of the affair. "I am sure he won't say anything more about the alleged insubordination , so you had
better drop the whole thing."
"But I hate to think that I am under reproof for trying
to save a comrade's life," persisted Hughes, warmly.
"Why, if we had waited until the fellows returned with
the rope, Orth would now be lying at the bottom of that
precipice. And then to have a supercilious cad like him
place me under arrest for simply obeying the instincts of
humanity."
"Sh-h-h !" warned Carey, gravely. "This is highlyspiced talk for a cadet to use against his superior officer,
Harold. I acknowledge that Trott was unjust and overbearing, but discipline must be upheld in the army, or
we would simply be an unruly mob."
''You are right, Conrad," replied our hero, in apologetic tones. "I realize that fully, but it made me so
angry that I spoke hastily. Have you heard anything
lately from the West?"
"Nothing but a short note, stating that our detective
was getting more and more in the confidence of old
Ralph Orth. He hints that it may take a long time;
but we can afford to wait, eh?"
"I will repay you for your kindness some day," began
Hughes, gratefully, but Carey immediately started to
walk away, and the lad laughingly ceased speaking on
the subject.
"I received a letter from mother this morning," he said,
taking the epistle from his pocket. "She says that Ralph
Orth has not troubled her lately, but that she lives in
constant fear of him. In fact, I believe my poor old
mother thinks •he can take even the little cottage away
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from her. I tell you, Carey, I am sometimes almost
tempted to throw up my chances of winning a commission and return home to wrest the truth from that villain."
"Don't you think of doing such a foolish act," Conrad
. replied, energetically. "Why, that would be the height
· of folly, young man. One of the main reasons for my
interest in this affair is to see that you are undisturbed
while under instructions for your commission. Now,
run back to camp, and dismiss that idea from your head ;
that's a good fellow. You are going to the pontoon drill
·at ten o'clock, and it is near that hour now."
Harold had entirely forgotten the above-mentioned
drill, and he now hurried back to camp fearful that he
would be too late.
Lieutenant Conrad walked leisurely up to his quarters,
and, taking a seat overlooking the parade-grou nd, spent
the following half-hour thinking about the almost incredible villainy of his brother officer, Captain Orth.
Presently he happened to notice a cadet running frantically across the parade toward the commandan t's quarters. Then the latter official came out, and, mounting
his horse, dashed off in the direction of the river below
Trophy Point.
"Something has happened down there," murmured
Carey. "I'll just walk down and see what's up."
Shortly after leaving his room, he met an excited messenger, and asked for the news.
"There's been an accident down at the pontoon landing, sir," replied the man. "And one of the cadets is
drowned."
"Who?"
"I don't know, sir, but I think it is the one that saved .
Cadet Orth yesterday at the-"
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He ceased speaking, for his auditor had turned swiftly
and was now running toward the river's edge at the top
of his speed.
When Carey Conrad reached the elevation just above
the pontoon house, he looked down upon a strange scene,
and one that caused his heart to flutter with sudden dread.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
HAROLD EXPLAIN S.

For a proper understandi ng of the almost fatal accident
which had happened to Harold, a short description of the
drill known as "pontoon building" will be necessary.
Besides being a very interesting ceremony, it also
serves to show what a number of subjects form the educational category at the West Point Military Academy.
A cadet is compelled to have a thorough knowledge
of a great many widely different branches, and not only
know infantry, artillery and cavalry drills, but be able to
practice minor surgery, veterinary principles, and also to
build a regular bridge when needed, and to throw a pontoon walk across streams in cases of emergency.
It was the latter drill that called the class of cadets to
which Harold belonged to the river front on the morning
in question.
A small inlet or bay, just in front of the battery, pointing toward Newburg, had been selected as the seat of
operations, and the lads, working as members of the
·Engineer Corps, ordered to connect the two opposite
points with a bridge capable of carrying a regiment of infantry.
The boats-oblon g-shaped flat barges-wer e towed out
and placed in line, then a score of nimble boys quickly
swarmed over them, fastening the string-pieces in their
proper places.
On these were then laid short planks, bound to the girders with strong cords, and the work went rapidly on foot
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by foot, until at last only a short space near the upper end
remained to be finished.
It was here Hughes was engaged.
He had entered into the drill with the utmost zeal, and
displayed great energy in mastering every detail.
The officer in charge, noticing this, gave him plenty of
opportunitie s, and sent the lad from place to place during
the progress of the work.
Suddenly noticing that one of the pontoon floats had
shifted a trifle, he called out to Harold and ordered him
to take a light skiff, and see if he could straighten it.
"Row around on the outside, Hughes," he added, "and
push the end over a little. Make haste, as it is delaying
the others."
Harold sprang into the light craft and rapidly sculled
her to the spot.
On reaching it, he bent over and endeavored to shove
the float more to the right, but the action of the current
rendered it difficult, and he leaned farther over to get a
stronger purchase.
At that moment the "wash" from a passing steamer
came rippling in, and, before he could save himself, the
skiff capsized, throwing him into the water.
A cry of horror came from those on the bank, and several cadets immediately stripped off their jackets and
plunged in.
As Harold had disappeared under the surface, the rescuers waited until he should again come into view, but
the seconds passed rapidly by without his being seen.
"He must have been stunned!" cried two or three,
frantically waving their hands toward a spot on the water
where several bubbles could be discerned.
"Dive, some of you," directed the officer in charge.
"Search the bottom thoroughly. "
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A cadet, well-known for his skill in swimming, instantly obeyed, but when he reappeared a few seconds
later a groan burst from the anxious watchers on shore.
He was alone.
"Cannot find him, sir,'' he sung out.
Then, after a short breathing spell, he again vanished.
Meanwhile the overturned skiff floated idly with the
current, until at last it brought up against one of the
pontoons unnoticed.
It was at this time that the lieutenant in command dispatched a messenger to the commandan t, which also resulted in bringing Carey Conrad to the scene of the accident.
When the latter reached the top of the bluff above the
river, he saw below him a crowd of cadets thronging the
edge of the water, closely watching several of their comrades swimming in the little bay as if in search of something.
It was easy to see that an accident had happened. And
he also saw that his young friend was not among them.
A moment later, Carey was at the side of the commanding officer, listening to the sad details of the catastrophe.
By this time the expert diver had gone to the bottom
once more, again appearing empty handed.
"It is no use," remarked the commandan t, slowly
shaking his head. "The poor lad is gone."
Turning away, he ordered the lieutenant in charge to
secure the skiff, and have the river dragged for the body.
Then, taking Conrad's arm, they walked up to the top of
th(' bluff.
The two officers had hardly reached the upper battery,
when a strange sound came to their ears, and they darted
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back to the edge, the commandan t in the lead, despite his
age.
·w hat they had heard was a ringing cheer, a glad shout
of joy, and it came from the cadets at the scene of the
accident.
Vlhat a transformat ion had taken place. Instead of
the mournful, funeral-like attitudes of the watchers, they
now danced around on the shore as if suddenly gone mad.
But what instantly riveted the attention of the two officers on the bluff, causing them to rub their eyes in bewilderment, was the sight of Harold Hughes, alive and
apparently uninjured, sitting on the edge of a boat near
the stranded skiff.
"Why, bless my soul!" exclaimed the good-nature d
commandan t, completely dumfounded ; "how on earthwhere did he come from, Conrad?"
But the latter was gone before he had completed the
question, and a moment later, Harold's stanch friend was
at his side, holding the lad's hand, and making various
inquiries in a voice suspiciously gruff.
At last the lieutenant was given an explanation of the
seeming mystery, and it was strange enough.
In obedience to an order from the officer in charge,
one of the cadets had rowed out to the skiff, and tried to
righten it so that the frail craft could be towed to the little
dock.
At first it resisted his efforts, and an investigatio n revealed to the lad the astounding fact that some one was
inside, or beneath.
He quickly caught hold of the edge, and, lifting it up,
saw the missing cadet with one arm across the seat, insensible.
A shout brought others to his aid, and Harold was
speedily carried ashore, reviving on the way.
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"I am all right now, sir," Hughes replied, when asked
by the officers how he felt. "My head is the least bit
dizzy, but it will soon pass away. When the skiff upset,
I went down only a short distance, and, on bobbing up
again, must have struck under the capsized boat. I felt
my head strike against somethin g, and, just as I became insensible, I made an involunt ary grasp for some
support. I suppose that was how I ran my arm under
the seat."
"By Jove! it seems miraculo us," exclaime d the colonel,
who had reached the spot by this time. "Althoug h it is
possible enough when you come to look at it. I remember, when a boy, of doing that same trick while swimmin g
in the river near my home. We used to take a boat out
in mid-strea m and capsizing it, then diving under, and
hiding with our head above water inside the craft."
"It was a common practice of hunters and trappers during the early days, in passing Indian encampm ents," said
Conrad.
One of the post surgeons came down, accompa nied by
a number of officers who had been attracted to the place
by various rumors, but the former found little to do.
He examine d a slight citt on Harold's head, felt his
pulse for a moment, and then said that a couple of days'
rest woul<l about fill the bill.
Our hero demurre d at the latter stipulatio n, and insisted that he was ready for duty that very minute.
"What scrape are you going to run into next,
Hughes? " asked Carey, as they returned to the paradeground. "I declare, but you must be like the proverbi al
cat with nine lives. Can't you manage to settle down,
and spend the next few hours without frighteni ng us to
death?"
Harold laughed.
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"I'll try my best, Conrad, but it seems as if I was
marked out to keep the academy in an uproar, don't it?
However, for the next few months I intend studying day
and night.
He was as good as his word, and it was long after the
summer camp had been vacated that he was brought
· prominently before the public at West Point again.
Nothing of interest occurred worth recording until
the annual examinations had been gone through with and
were a thing of the past.
Both Hughes and his chum, Kirby. passed well up in
their class, and entered on their new terms with a greater
fondness for the old academy than ever.
Nothing new happened in the "Orth" affair, and neither
the captain nor his son attempted to molest Hughes in
any way. The detective still remained in Riverside, slowly
but surely following up various clews, and ingratiating
himself in old Ralph's good graces, but as yet he had not
been able to bring matters to a climax.

CHAPTER XXIX.
KIRBY WRITES A LETTER.

One morning, about two months after Harold's second
tour of camp life, he strolled into Kirby's room, and found
that gay lad hard at work penning a voluminous letter to
some one.
Chambers held up a hand much besmeared with ink,
and greeted him with a hearty welcome.
"You're just in time, old boy," he exclaimed, his mischievous face beaming with delight. "I am having no
end of fun out of this epistle."
"Who are you writing all that to?" asked Hughes,
viewing the pile of sheets with surprise.
He knew that Kirby was not noted as a correspondent,
and seldom devoted so much time and labor to his friends
and relatives.
"Oh, there's a young duck in my town who is just
dying to join the academy, and he writes to ask me what
kind of a life we lead here," chuckled Chambers. "I am
obeying his polite request, and incidentally piling on the
agony. He has a number of friends also interested, and
he writes that he will read my reply at the meeting of their
club. Ha, ha! just listen to this."
Picking up one of the sheets, Kirby read the following
in a voice choked with laughter:
"You must ,e xcuse my bad penmanship, my dear
Horace, as I am just recovering from a bad case of
broken arm, received while trying to curry a horse-marine. You ask for information concerning the life of a
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cadet, with the view of joining the school. Well, I hardly
know what to say. From my recollection of you, I really
do not think you would prove strong enough to stand the
preliminary torture dance. It is--"
"What's that!" interrupted Harold, suddenly. "Tor, ture dance? Why, you young rascal! what are you giving those boys?"
"Just a little taffy, that's all," replied Chambers, eyeing
his friend's face askance.
• I
"I should thmk you would be ashamed of yourself,"
exclaimed Hughes, severely. "Why don't you tell them
the truth, instead of writing a lot of lies like that? What
if some one had written to you in such a strain before
you entered the academy, eh? You would have 'kicked'
like a mule, I'll wager. Now, tear those things up, and
send him some correct information. There are lots of
boys that are anxious to get an idea as to our life here,
and they should be truthfully informed. I know I would
have given a good deal for information giving inside
facts."
Kirby looked rather shame-faced for a moment, and
then replied :
"All right, old boy; we'll send Horace a decent letter,
but just listen to some more of this." .
"Not a word, you dog!" retorted Harold, grimly.
"Tear it up, or I'll not help you."
Still chuckling over his composition, Chambers obeyed,
and reluctantly threw the sheets into his waste-basket.
Getting some fresh sheets, he then commenced a new
letter and wrote while Hughes dictated the following:
"To give you a fair idea of our life here, my dear Horace, I'U just state the routine of one day's existence at the
summer camp. At the sound of the bugle at five o'clock
reveille we leave our blankets and aµswer tq 94r names
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during roll-call. After that the tents and grounds are
· 'policed'-that is, swept, while the bedding must be piled
in regulation style in one corner. This generally requires
fifteen minutes, and then a cadet officer comes along and
inspects. He is supposed to see that all the quarters are
properly. cleaned, and he invariably makes a report if he
finds them not up to the standard. He cannot show favoritism, as he is compelled to take an oath that he will ·
do his duty in that respect."
"Are you going to give every detail?" dolefully asked
Kirby, chewing the end of the pen impatiently.
Harold grinned, and bade him continue. The lad
heaved a deep sigh, but he wrote on at his chum's dictation:
"After inspection comes forty minutes' drill, and when
you consider that it is on an empty stomach, you can believe that breakfast finds us ready to eat even cast-iron
nails, instead of the really good .food served at the academy mess-hall.
"A half-hour is allowed at meals, and that brings the
ti!!le up to seven o'clock, when setting-up drill for 'plebs,'
with several of the upper classmen as instructors, is gone
through with. There is troop parade at eight, followed
by guard mount at nine, and artillery drill at ten.
"It is well to say that light artillery practice is not all
play, and scampering about on a hot, dusty plain leaves
you as black as a negro coal-heaver. Plenty of time is
allowed for cleaning one's self, however, and when the •
hour arrives for attending dancing-school-we also learn
to dance here, my friend, and to waltz well, too--we are
in good trim for a spin with the dancing master."
"Better tell him there are no girls here to waltz with,"
chuckled Kirby, "and that we make pretty hard work of
it, instead of sport."
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"All right; put that in," replied Harold, with a smile.
Then Chambers continued :
"After dinner you are supposed to do a little cleaning
up, such as brightening your rifle and kit. Then comes
infantry drill by companies or battalion for an hotir and a
1
half. This over with, you change clothes and get ready
for dress parade, which occurs at sunset.
"That generally ends the day, and from that on to
tattoo the time is yours to either take long strolfs around
the romantic grounds, or at whatever sport you care to
devote yourself.
"The discipline is very strict, dear Horace, and both
smoking and drinking are firmly tabooed, and rightly,
too. The academy occupies a great deal of territory, and
the cadets are allowed to roam at will, but they must stay
within the walls, or run the chances of instant dismissal.
"There are three kinds of uniforms worn here. ·The
gray dress coat with its fifty bell buttons; the shell packet,
which is simply a gray blouse, and the white jacket worn
on specia1 order in hot weather. White trousers are worn
in summer, and gray ones in winter.
"And now a word about hazing, my dear friend. It is
not allowed at the academy, so if you should ever come
- here as a cadet, don't enter into it-and get caught. If a
lot of the upper classmen should happen to come to your
room during your first year and ask you to do various
unexpected things, such as blacking their shoes, or eating half a bar of toilet soap, don't object or tell the col, onel, but just finish the unpleasant task and smile like a
country boy at a circus. Then you will get along all
right, and practice the same tricks on some other fellow in future years."
"Now, say good-by and sign your name," concluded
Harold, highly pleased at his efforts.
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Just as Kirby finished executing his signature with an
elaborate flourish, George West came rushing in out of
breath.
"Come down below, you fellows! We are going to
have a grand battle with snow-balls, and the colonel has
promised a set of colors to the side showing the best tactics. I think the boys in the third and fourth classes want
you for a leader, Harold."
The announcement was enough to set both Hughes and
Chambers wild with excitement.
Ever since the first snow had visited the academy that
winter the cadets had been talking about matching the
two upper classes against the lower ones in a military
campaign with snow-balls as ammunition, instead of
actual shells.
The head of the school had fostered the idea, as in his
opinion it would not only prove a source of much amusement to the boys, but at the same time would furnish
valuable practice in tactics and battalion formations.
On being questioned, he had given his consent for the
cadets to fight their mimic battle on the parade-ground
and surrounding places, under condition that they would
not make it a rough-and-tumble affair, but one of strategy
and military maneuvers.
For more than a week the entire post had been on the
qiti vive awaitin£" a sufficient fall of snow, and at last the
day had arrived.

CHAPTER XXX.
THE CAMPAIGN OPENS.

Hughes and his chum lost no time in reaching the parade-ground in front of the dormitory.
There they found a large crowd of cadets, eagerly talking about the approaching event.
Harold was received by a loud cheer from a group of
the "plebs," and he was immediately surrounded by various excited boys, all asking at once if he was going to
command one of the armies.
"I have been speaking to a number of the fellows, and
they're anxious to have you take charge of us," whispered
West.
Harold's face flusheo proudly at the implied compliment, and well he might, for it was an honor to oe thus
selected from among almost two hundred others.
He deserved it, however, as his manly bearing while at
the academy, and his close attention to the studies, had
made him not only popular, but well thought of by his
superiors.
"Now, don't refuse, old boy," exclaimed Kirby, almost
as highly delighted as if it had been he instead of his
friend .
As if to add to the pressure they had brought to bear,
came a shout from the various groups of cadets forming
the lower classes :
"Hugh es ! Hugh es ! General Hugh es !"
"Do you hear that?" asked Chambers, with a grin.
"Better say you'll lead us to glory, my brave commander."
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Just then several visitors from the hotel came along,
and Harold saw among them the young lady Kirby and
he had rescued from the foot-pads on that never-to-be
forgotten night a couple of years previous.
He had met her at the "hops" given at the hotel on
various occasions, and had conversed with her father as
well as herself. She had often told him that she fully believed he was that ragged boy who had appeared at the
side of the carriage, and all of his denials went unheeded .
Whether it was the sight of her, or for some other reason, is not known, but the young cadet at last consented
to lead the forces on one side, and immediately commenced preparations for the campaign.
He selected Kirby and West as aides, and ordered them
to form the battalion in front of the dormitory at once.
By the time the different companies had been picked
out and officered, a message came from the colonel commanding the post, asking that those cadets selected to
control the two divisions report to him without delay.
Harold and a first classman named Browne accordingly hastened to the commandant's office, and were received by him with a fri endly smile.
"So you have been selected to lead the opposing armies
to victory or defeat, eh?" he said. "Well, I think the cadets have made a wise choice on both sides. Now, Generals Browne and Hughes, I want it distinctly understood that this is going to be a campaign of military prac..
tice, and not rowdyism. The first signs of ill-temper I
see on the part of either army, I will immediately have
the retreat sounded, and, furthermore, punish the transgressors."
Both Harold and his companions bowed respectfully.
They knew the old warrior meant what he said.
"I have concluded to let the two lower classes con..
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struct a snow fort anywhere on the parade ground they
may select, and defend it against the attacks of the other
classes. Eeach side must use the bugle in transmitting
orders, and perform every evolution in strict accordance
with military tactics as taught at this academy.
"Lieutenants Conrad and Mason will be the judges for
the upper classes, and Captain Orth, and the adjutant of
the post for the opposing side. I will be the arbitrator.
I have made a set of colors for the victorious side, and
will also publicly decorate the general showing the greatest knowledge of tactics.
"That side holding possession of the fort at ~xactly
noon will be declared the victors. It is now nine o'clock.
so you will have ample time to prepare your plans of
campaign.
On the way back to their commands, Browne took occasion to assure Harold good-naturedly that he intended
to capture the fort early in the fight and everlastingly
"lick" the opposing force out of their boots.
Hughes politely thanked him for the interesting information, and replied that he was sorry to doubt liis word,
but that subsequent events would prove to the contrary.
After this exchange of pleasantries, they separated and
proceeded to organize their battalions on a war footing.
In a short speech, Harold made known the tenor of
the colonel's remarks and finished by saying:
"If it comes to pass that we are on the wrong side of
the fort at the noon hour, comrades, we had better all resign, as we will never hear the last of it. When the bat- '
tle rages, and the tyrant's arms are upheld to strike, remember the indignities we have suffered at their hands,
and wipe them off the earth. Let our watchword be:
'Hazing for hazers,' and repay them for all their past sport
at our expense."
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The diplomatic lad could not have said anything more
calculated to arouse the enthusiasm of his men, nor to
urge them to greater efforts.
The memory of many a humiliating night came to
them, and they resolved then and there to "get square" before the day was over.
After giving their young commander a hearty cheer,
they formed into companies under the direction of the different captains, and marched out to the center of the parade.
Harold, accompanied by his aides, had preceded them
for the purpose of selecting a favorable site for the fortification.
"I think we couldn't find a better one than on the very
edge of 'Gallus Hollow,' " recommended Kirby, pointing
over to where the natural ravine was situated.
Hughes instantly agreed with him, and ordered the
companies to begin the fort at once.
The spot picked out was an admirable one. On three
sides was the level plain, and forming the back was the
deep depression previously mentioned.
"That only leaves us three fronts to protect," said West,
approvingly. "If the enemy tries to attack on the other
side, they will have to climb the steep slope, and that is
just what they won't care to do."
In the course of a half-hour the crowd of cadets had
constructed a very respectable fort. It was laid out on
strict military lines, with sloping bastions, embrasures and
a central tower of observation.
To offer plenty of fighting room, Harold had ordered
it made about forty feet square, and even then the hundred and twenty boys stood elbow to elbow along the
ramparts.
While the majority were engaged in the work of con~
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struction, a number of lads forming the ordnance department, manufactured huge piles of snow-balls.
· Among those in Hughes' army were two whom he had
early resolved to watch. They were Ralph Orth and
Dick Barrett.
Despite his expectations, they had joined the forces oi
defense, and were now hard at work assisting in the construction.
Calling Kirby over to him, Harold whispered:
"Keep your eye on those two fellows, old boy ; I think
their extreme willingness looks suspicious. If you see
any sign of treachery, let me know at once, and I'll hold
a drum-head court-martial so quick it'll make their heads
swim."
Chambers grinned with pleasurable anticipation, and
hurried away to establish a supervision over the suspected
lads.
In the meantime General Browne's command had
formed and disappeared down a road leading toward Old
Cro' Nest. A large crowd of officers and visitors from
the hotel had also gathered at the different points of vantage, and the time for action was near at hand.
A temporary flag-staff had been raised in the center of
the fort, from the top of which sudenly fluttered an
American banner bearing in the center the letters: "H.F.
H."
At the same time the bugle corps of the defending
force boomed forth the familiar "colors."
A resounding cheer coining from the gayly-attired
party of citizens on the hotel veranda, indicated that their
sympathy was with the boys within the fortification.
When everything was in readiness, Harold sent a messenger to the colonel to that effect, and a gun was fired
from the saluting battery to notify the hidden army.
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A line of scouts had been stationed on each edge of the
parade-grou nd, with instructions to give instant notice of
the enemy's approach. Hughes also dispatched a large
force of skirmishers toward the point he judged the attack would be made from.
Suddenly one of the outlying sentries came dashing
across the plain, or parade, and, excitedly and breathless,
hurriedly whispered something to the general in command.
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On receiving the communication from the excite d sentry, Harol d immediately turned to his aid, Kirby Chambers, and ordere d him to take a detach ment of fifty men
and prepar e to storm a maske d battery he had reason to
believe would be established on the practic e fort very
shortly.
This redoubt, of which mention has been made in previous chapters, was situate d about a hundr ed yards from
the snow fort. It was more elevated, and comm anded a
certain portio n of the latter place.
"Go, at once, sir," added Harold , "and clear them away
before they can establish a perma nent post. If necessary, leave a small force to hold the spot."
The young ·comm ander had secure d an excellent pair
of field-glasses, which he now used to minute ly inspec t
every part of the parade .
A slight commotion in the direction of Troph y Park
attract ed his attenti on, and he instan tly saw somet hing
was wrong over there. A second glance showed that a.
tight was actually in progre ss.
He could see a crowd of boys pour out into the open
space and fall upon his outpost, tooth and nail (as later
histories chronicled it), and then the comba tants surged J
out of sight down a declivity.
As it was not to his purpos e to fight the enemy in the
open, Harol d ordere d a messe nger to recall the cadets
of his division.
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Adjutant George West came up at that moment and
asked permission to make a personal sortie with one of
the companies toward the eastern edge of the parade.
"It is my belief that General Browne has divided his
forces and sent half of them through the West Shore
tunnel to attack us from the bluff beyond the site of the
summer camp," he added.
"There is no doubt but what it would be a good idea,
George," replied Hughes; "but I hardly think we should
weaken the garrison to that extent. You see, Chambers
has a number of the boys with him over at the practice
fort-and, by the way, I see he is fighting now. Ah!
that's the style!"
His exclamation of approval was called forth by seeing
Kirby lead his men up the slope of the earthworks with a
resounding cheer.
The sound had hardly died away when an echoing cheer
came from three separate directions, and the enemy was
seen approaching in force.
They were in different divisions, about equally divided
as to numbers, and came dashing across the snowy plain
in gallant style.
Their youthful general handled them in magnificent
style, wheeling his companies into line on reaching a
certain distance from the outer circle o'f redoubts, and
then sending a perfect hail of snow-balls into the ranks
of the defenders.
"Don't waste your ammunition, lads," called out
Harold, from his post on the counter rampart. "Remember that our supply is limited, while they have the whole
parade to draw from."
In obedience to his order, the force inside the fort
kept quiet and allowed the attacking party to fire away
without repaying in kind.
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Meanwhile Kirby had captured the battery on the left,
and was now returning on the doublequick by way of
"Gallow!5 Hollow." He had left a small party in charge,
with instructions to hold it at all hazards.
Just as Chambers' force reached the edge of the ravine,
Hughes noticed a large body of cadets suddenly deploy
from the right flank of the enemy, and run toward them
as if for the purpose of cutting off their retreat.
"By Jove I If Kirby is captured, I'll lose a quarter of
my troops," muttered the young commander. "This will
never do."
Turning to West, he ordered him to leave the fort by
the eastern ramparts, and go to Chambers' assistance.
"Send one of your fleetest runners to tell him not to
descend into the Hollow, whatever he does," added
Harold, impressively. "If they get him down there he
is gone sure !"
Hastily gathering together about thirty strong lads,
West climbed over the ramparts and darted straight out
into the parade-ground. He was none too soon.
The force dispatched by Browne had already reached a
point almost opposite the fort, and only a few hundred
yards separated them from Kirby's little band.
Seeing the reinforcements sent to his aid, the latter
drew up the cadets in the form of a hollow square, and
awaited the attack.
For a moment the situation resolved itself into a race
between two companies. Whichever reached the spot
occupied by Kirby first would hold the advantage.
Suddenly Harold noticed a movement in the ranks of
the main body opposite his stronghold, and then another
squad was detached and sent after the first.
"Does Browne mean to hinge the fight over there?"
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Hughes asked himself, grimly. "It looks very much like
it, but I'll fool him."
Turning quickly to thos~ beneath him, he ordered them
to send a volley at the enemy.
"Give it to them hot and heavy I Take careful aim and
make every ball tell."
Calling one of his captains, he then told him to take
temporary charge of the fort, and keep the shots flying.
Stepping down out of sight, Harold made up a company of a dozen stalwart cadets, and, breaking away part
of the rampart facing the Hollow, crept through it with
his band of rescuers.
They descended the slope of the ravine several yards
and then skirted along: until the other side was reached.
Peeping up on the parade, Hughes saw the foremost
squad within a short distance of Kirby's command, and
slightly ahead of West.
First seeing that his men were armed with snow-balls,
he gave the word, and then sprang out in front of the
enemy with a rousing cheer.
Taken completely by surprise, they halted, and turned
to face the new danger.
The pause proved fatal.
Instantly seeing his advantage , George brought his men
up at a run, and fell upon their flank, immediately followed by Chambers.
Hemmed in on all sides, the squad broke, and, fighting
desperately, managed to escape in different directions,
vanishing just as their reinforcements appeared around
the edge of the fort.
"Don't stop to follow!" cried Hughes, sternly. "Retreat while you have chance. Go back the way we came."
Just as the combined companies reached the breach in
the ramparts, made by Harold, fully one-half of the enemy
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came into view. The latter sent a shower of snow-balls
at them, but without effect.
"Now, Kirby, repair that hole as quickly as you can,
and then take command of the western redoubt," cried the
young commander, after they had safely reached the inside. "West, you had better give the ordnance cadets
a shaking up and replenish our ammunit ion."
The last ·order was certainly required, as only a small
quantity of the novel "shrapne l and shell" remained.
During the general's absence, the captain left in charge
had literally obeyed orders and kept the snowy missiles
flying.
Again mountin g his post of observati on, Hughes saw
that Browne had collected his forces in front of the fort
once more, and from all appearan ces was holding a council of war with the chiefs in command.
Looking through the powerful field-glass, he observed
one of the latter hand the youthful general a paper,
which Browne read with every manifest ation of extreme
surprise.
"What on earth is that, I wonder? " muttered Harold,
curiously. "It can't be that some of the officers have
been giving him tips!"
He was soon to know.
While he was watching , one of Browne' s officers left
the group and came toward the fort, bearing a white
piece of bunting.
It was a flag of truce, and Hughes immedia tely respected it by ordering his men to reserve their fire until he
gave a contrary command.

CHAPTER XXXII.
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On arriving within speaking distance, the envoy held
up a piece of paper and called out:
"Here is a letter General Browne wishes you to read.
It has just arrived from your camp, and is the work
of some traitor."
"Traitor!" echoed Harold, glancing sternly around him
at the cluster of lads behind the ramparts. "Ah, ha! we
have even that peculiar animal in our sham war, have
we? Well, I think I know how to settle with him!"
His gaze involuntarily wandered to where Ralph Orth
and his unsavory chum, Dick Barrett, were standing. It
might have been the reflection of the snow, but it seemed
to him that their faces were very pale.
Whispering to Chambers, who stood just below, he
ordered him to stroll over near where they were and seize
them if he gave a certain signal.
Then, unfolding the paper, he read as follows:
"If you wish to capture this fort without any trouble,
make a sham attack on the southern and eastern sides,
and then throw your main force against the side facing
the artillery quarters. It is weak and but poorly defended."
It was printed with a pencil, rather than written, and
bore no signature. Holding the document so that every
one could see it, Hughes called out, in a clear, ringing
v01ce:
"Soldiers, we have a traitor in our midst, and he has
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tried to give informa tion to the enemy. It is only
through the generos ity of General Browne that we have
escaped a serious danger. Instead of profitin g by the
despicable action of one of our number, he has sent the
letter to me. The paper is in a disguised hand, and is
unsigned, but I have a pretty good idea who the culprit
is, and, before this affair is over, I hope to be able to
unmask him. Now, in return for the enemy's gallant
conduct, give them three cheers."
That they were given with a will goes without saying.
The huzzas rang over the parade- ground with a heartine ss
that even startled the feathered denizens of far-dist ant
"Cro' Nest," and caused the interested spectato rs at the
hotel to wonder if victory had been declared.
"Tell General Browne that we are greatly obliged to
him," Harold called out to the young envoy, as he started
to return. "And if it should come in my power, I'll repay
him."
"Now, we will resume the fight on the same old line,"
added General Hughes . "Forew arned is forearmed, my
dear Kirby, so you had better take a number of our brave
privates and strength en that suspected rampart . Hold
on! By the way, who had charge of the division constructin g that side?"
"Ralph Orth," replied Chambers, significantly.
"Ah! I thought so. Well, just place the gentlem an
under arrest, and we'll attend to his case later on."
But when Kirby attempt ed to obey orders, the lad
demurre d and tried to escape. The movement was speedily frustrat ed, however, and if it had not been for Harold' s
interference, the enraged cadets would have given him a
sound thrashin g.
The young comman der was so occupied in quelling the
internal disturbance that he failed to notice a sudden at-
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tack made by the enemy, and when he at last turned to
glance in that direction he saw them only a hundred feet
distant.
It was plain they had shrewdly stolen a march on
him, and Hughes instantly realized that it would now
require the hardest kind of fighting to retain the fort.
"Stand by to repel a charge!" he shouted. "Marksmen, ready! Fire! That's it; give it to them. Another
volley like that, and they'll retreat. Reserves to the front.
Double-quick, there!"
Picking up a handful of snow-balls, Harold let one fly
directly at a youthful captain leading the right flank,
and had the extreme satisfaction of seeing the missile
strike him between the eyes, effectually blinding the lad
for a moment.
He hesitated slightly, and those just behind him tumbled over each other in trying to avoid the obstacle he
thus unexpectedly presented.
Browne's martial voice was heard cheering his forces
on, and it must be acknowledged that he did not confine
himself to words, but headed the central column with
great bravery.
Before the enemy had reached the outer circle of redoubts, they were seen to waver under the terrible shower
of snow-balls Hughes' cadets were pouring into their
ranks.
The air seemed full of the white spheroids. They appeared to come from a never-ending source, and each
and every one managed to strike some spot in the compact
mass of lads approaching the fort.
In this Harold's side had a decided advantage, as they
were able to throw their ammunition while standing still,
thus obtaining an aim impossible to the running forces
of the enemy.
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Seeing this, Browne ordered his bugler to sound the
"halt," and then bade those nearest him to retain their
places and keep the other side busy dodging.
The distance separating the two armies was now so
short that Harold could hear their commands without
trouble. Suddenly General Browne called out:
"First and second companies, right wheel, ):Ilarch !
Third and fourth, left wheel, march! Reserves to the
front, double time !"
In obedience to the command the line stretched out in
front of the fort broke into two divisions, directly in the
middle, one toward the eastern edge of the parade, and
the other going in the opposite direction.
The wheel was made in double time also, and in the
twinkling of an eye General Browne's command was split
up in three fragments.
"It looks as if he intends to attack us on every side
at the same time," mused Harold, closely watching the
manceuvres.
As if to prove his words, both wings broke up into
columns of fours and came charging cfown on each flank
of the fort. At the same time the reserves marched ahead
at double time and filled the vacancy left in front.
"Ah! That's their game, is it?" cried Hughes. "Well,
we'll be amply prepared to meet them."
Fully believing they meant to attack as indicated,
Harold ordered his force divided into three sections, and
prepared to guard the threatened ramparts.
Alas ! he made a sad and fatal mistake.
Just before the two columns turned the corners of the
fortification, a bugle call sounded loud and shrill, and in
much less time than it takes to describe it, they wheeled
again and joined the reserves in the attack on the front.
The result of the manceuvre is plain. By making the
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feint they caused Hughes to weaken that part, thereby
lessening the resistance.
Our hero saw the movement a trifle too late to rally
his forces, and the enemy swarmed up the ramparts like
flies, carrying everything before them.
It is not to be supposed that Harold gave up without
a desperate struggle. Far from it.
He darted here and there, calling upon his companions
to throw the intruders out, and, ably backed by Kirby
and West, succeeded in making a stand near the flagstaff.
The jour judges, together with the colonel, jumped
upon the rear wall of the fort and almost shouted in their
intense interest.
At last, beset by an overwhelming number, Harold saw
cadet after cadet of his command overpowered by the
victorious enemy, and at last he, too, gave in, torn away
from the flag halliards by main force. ,
Down came the fallen pennant, and amid the cheers of
the spectators the fort was declared taken.
However, it was only eleven o'clock, and a chance still
remained to the vanquished lads to retrieve their reverses.
By mutual consent, ten minutes were allowed in which
to prepare for the second struggle.

CHAPTER XXXIII.
VICTORY.

Amid shouts and merry banter Harold led his cadets
from the captured fort, and drew them up in battalion
formation some distance away.
He thought a little speech was necessary, and accordingly said:
"We have certainly been fairly beaten, comrades; but
that is no sign the day is lost altogether. Now, before
we go any further, I wish to offer my resignation, so that
you can choose another commander if you so desire.
What do you say?"
"No, no! We want you!" came the a.nswer from all
sides. It was plain they did not blame him for the defeat.
Evidently pleased at their spontaneous reply, Hughes
proceeded to call a council of war. He, with Kirby,
West, and two other lads, withdrew a short distance and
prepared a plan of campaign.
"We must branch out from the regular tactics, or those
fellows will meet us at every point," began Harold, nervously pacing back and forth.
"I agree with you there," replied West, emphatically.
"They are now inside and actively alert. And another
thing-we haven't much time left."
Looking at his watch, he stated that it was now a quarter after eleven.
"In just forty-five minutes the colonel will decide the
contest, so it behooves us to rush things."
"That was a bang-up move of Harry Browne's," re-
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marked Kirby, admiring ly. "He certainly deserves
credit."
"I say, fellows, what's the matter with introduc ing artillery?" suddenly called out Hughes, his . face kindling
with enthusias m.
"Artiller y?" echoed his companio ns in amazeme nt.
"Why, what on earth do you mean?"
Instead of replying, our hero bade one of his aids bring
a company of cadets to the old practice fort without
delay.
"I have a scheme which will make them open their
eyes," he added to Chamber s. "I won't explain it yet,
but just wait for a little while, and you'll say it's bound
to win. Now, I want you to take command of the three
remainin g companies and make several attacks on the
fort, just to keep them intereste d. Don't let them send
~mt any spies, as they will probably try to do when they
see I am missing. Just possess your soul in patience,
and the noon hour will surely see us the victors."
_
With that Harold hurried away and disappea red inside
the old fort, accompanied by a detachme nt of his men.
In the meantim e, Browne had strengthe ned the ramparts, replenish ed the diminish ing supply of ammunit ion,
and generally prepared things to meet the expected attack.
In obedience to orders, Chamber s brought the remainder of the battalion closer to the fort, and began a series
of skirmish ing manceuvres against the enemy.
He sent one company to a spot between the Hollow
and where Harold had vanished, with strict instructio ns
to not permit a living soul pass in that direction.
Then, with the other division, he kept up a steady fire
of snow-balls against the new defender s of the fort.
Thus the minutes passed, until at last Chamber s began
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to grow uneasy. It was high time the commanding officer should appear, if he intended to make an attempt at
recapture.
The lads inside commenced to taunt their foes with
their inaction, and dared them to charge within reaching
distance. To make matters worse, a number of Browne's
army began an old college song, with a refrain in it about
the "boy that wanted to, but didn't dare."
"I tell you, if Harold don't appear soon, I am going
to storm those sophomores and make them shut up !"
exclaimed Kirby, wrathfully. "It's a shame that--"
"There he is now," interrupted West, pointing toward
the old sally-port. "But what in the deuce is he going
to do with those things?"
It was no wonder George asked the above question
with such strong amazement. The sight presented to his
astonished eyes was sufficient to cause the emotion.
Coming from the interior of the old fort, at double
time, was Harold, at the head of a crowd of cadets, the
latter dragging a dozen gun-carriages.
On some of these could be seen a peculiar contrivance,
the like of which had never been encountered in all the
years of the academy, while on others were piles of huge
snow-balls, apparently frozen solid.
Kirby's forces, the enemy, and the numerous spectators
at the hotel, gazed at the peculiar objects with unabated
surprise, but Hughes coolly crossed the parade-ground ,
and, wheeling his battery into line, facing the snow fort,
prepared for action.
It was then the curious cadets saw what he had hurriedly created, and their cheers rang out again and again.
On seven of the gun-carriages Hughes had placed a
peculiarly-shaped weapon somewhat similar to the catapults used in the early centuries. The bows were con-
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structed of strong hickory withes bound together, and
broad pieces of leather formed the "cord."
To guide the aim, a "guttered" board had been placed
over the bow, notched at one end to retain the tension
when the instrument was ready for action.
While Chambers and West were minutely examining
the novel weapons, Harold had "loaded" them with the
monster snow-balls. These latter were fully the size of
a boy's head, but not quite so hard as they first appeared.
"I didn't want to make them too tough," remarked the
young inventor, with a chuckle, "as it might do more
damage than we care for. However, they'll land with
sufficient force to make those fellows wish they were
home, I'll wager."
Attracted by the novel sight, both sides had ceased
activities. The nearest rampart of the snow fort was
lined with boys, eagerly looking in Harold's directiona fact the shrewd lad instantly took advantage of.
Running from one to the other of the "catapults," he
saw that all were ready, and then gave the word to fire.
At the stern command, seven bows "twanged," and
seven gigantic snow-balls went hurtling through the air,
landing with a thud in the crowd of cadets, who were
too amazed to dodge.
The result was both emphatic and comical.
Struck by the queer missiles, a score of the enemy
tumbled ·from the rampart and fell in a confused heap
on the soft snow inside. The balance speedily followed
them, and in a second not one of General Browne's force
could be seen.
Then such a cheer rang out from the spectators that
people across the river thought the whole post had gone
raving mad.
The crowd of citizens and officers on the hotel balcony
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laughed and shouted and laughed again, but Harold
calmly ordered the weapons reloaded, and took little
notice of the demonstration.
"Mass your men close to the eastern corner," he sang
out to Kirby and West. "Then, when I fire the second
shot, make a combined attack."
"And you?" asked Chambers.
"Oh, I'll be with you at the capture. Now, on with
you! Don't spare them, but take the fort at once."
His aids quickly obeyed, and collected their troops
where he had designated. Then, when all was in readiness, Harold let drive another volley, with the same result. The huge spheroids literally swept the ramparts
of every living soul, and the infantry had no trouble in
mounting the outer works.
Hughes joined his army at that moment, and, after
a few minutes' sharp fighting, he succeeded in hauling
down the enemy's colors. Just as the vanquished flag
touched the ground, twelve strokes sounded from the
academy bell.
"You were just in time, old boy," exclaimed Lieutenant
Carey Conrad, coming up to compliment him. "But the
victory is yours, and if ever a lad deserved it you do for
that most wonderful invention."
At that moment an orderly approached and handed the
young officer a telegram. Excusing himself, he hastily
read it, and then turned to Harold with an exclamation
of great excitement.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE SUMMONS.

Harold noticed the lieutenant's agitation with some surprise, but a moment later he felt equally excited.
"Just read that, Hughes," requested Carey, handing
his companion the telegram. "We are nearing the end
at last. I thought my detective friend would finally succeed in obtaining the facts in the case."
Taking the piece of yellow paper, Harold read as follows:
"Come at once, and bring the boy. R. 0. has promised restitution, and begs for mercy. I have him completely in my power, and can hold him if his brother don't
interfere. If he manages to send for the captain, all will
be lost for the present. Do not waste a moment, but endeavor to reach here by first train. Come direct to house,
and bring local lawyer with you."
For one brief moment the lad hesitated; a picture of
the sad-faced mother in the poor little cottage in that
far Western home-almo st in dire poverty, while others
enjoyed her rights-cam e to his mind, then, with clenched
teeth, he turned to his faithful friend.
"Let us hasten, Carey," he said, simply, but his voice
sounded strange and hoarse. "Even now, old Ralph may
have succeeded in sending the captain a message."
"You are right, Harold," replied Conrad, gravely. "It
will take us some little time to get permission to leave
the academy. I'll have to explain matters to the superintendent very strongly to obtain leave for you."
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At that mome nt a messe nger from the comm andan t approach ed them and stated that Hughe s was wante d immediately.
"It is the presen tation of colors, sir," added the orderly.
Seeing the cadet hesitate, Carey whisp ered:
"Go ahead and attend the ceremony, as if nothin g has
happened, and in the meant ime I'll get everyt hing ready.
If all goes well, we should leave here by the four o'clock
train this aftern oon."
Contro lling himself by a great effort, Harol d resum ed
charge of the victorious army, and march ed it to a place
immediately in front of" the colonel's quarte rs.
Brown e had preced ed him, so the entire battali on was
assembled in line at parade rest when the old, whitehaired warrio r came out of his office, accompanied by a
brillia nt array of ladies and gayly unifor med officers of
the post.
One of the latter bore a couple of fine silken flags, one
being the Ameri can ensign , and the other a blue penna nt,
bearin g in golden letters the inscription, "Victo ry!"
Takin g these, the colonel steppe d forwar d, and bade
General Hughe s appea r before him.
Harol d left his station in front of the line and advanced with a firm milita ry tread, salutin g as he halted a
few feet from his superi or officer.
After makin g a short but highly effective speech, lauding the young comm andan t's knowl edge of milita ry tactics, the old soldie r added :
"You have demon strated by a certain act of yours today, Cadet Hughe s, one of the greate st secrets of success
in an officer. Books on tactics have been written by the
thousa nds, and volumes on that subjec t will contin ue to
be writte n until the end of time, I suppo se; but no man.
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can be a successful commander if he relies upon them
solely~ and never exercises his inventive genius in cases
of emergency. Your act in abandoning cut and dried
tactics and bringing a new power into play is one of the
greatest lessons of to-day, and I hereby present you with
this decoration of merit."
As he spoke, the old warrior pinned a neat medal to
the embarrassed cadet's breast, amid the cheers of the
entire assemblage.
After complimenting the leader of the vanquished
army, the colonel ordered the battalion dismissed.
While walking back to the dormitory with Kirby,
Hughes noticed the mail orderly approach Captain Orth
and hand him something. The distance was too · great
for him to recognize the object, but a recollection of the
detective's warning that the old miser might find an opportunity to send for his brother caused our hero to
slacken his pace and watch the officer.
He was amply repaid for his trouble.
Captain Orth received the missive in a careless manner, but immediately on reading the contents he showed
every indication of the greatest excitement, and instantly
started for the colonel's office at a rapid walk.
"I'll wager my life that is a message from Riverside,"
muttered Harold. "Now, where can I find Conrad?"
Turning to his chum, he excused himself, and then
hurried over to the lieutenant's quarters. The room was
empty.
"Perhaps he is still with the superintendent ," concluded
the iad, turning in the direction of headquarters.
Just as he reached the door leading to the office, Carey
darted out, almost running over him.
" You are the very fellow I am looking for," exclaimed
the lieutenant, hastily. "Go and pack your things; we
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can leave at four. I have secured permission for a ten
days' furlough. Now get ready and meet me in front of
my quarters as soon as possible. But first, get your dinner."
"Do you know that the captain has received some word
from the West?" asked Hughes, significantly.
"Yes; he's in there now, asking for leave of absence.
That is why I am so anxious to get away. Oh! if we
could only find some faster train, or be able to depart at
once!"
"Have you looked at a time card?"
"Not yet; but I don't think there is anything leaving
the city before four o'clock. However, it won't do any
harm to make sure. Just wait a moment, and I'll read
the one in the office."
While Harold was waiting fot: his friend, Captain
Orth hurried out, and started at a rapid walk for his
house. He gave the lad a vindictive glance as he passed,
and muttered something between his set teeth, but the
words were indistinguishable.
Hughes laughed grimly at the action.
"You can save your red fire until the last scene, my
bold captain," he said to himself.
Just then Conrad appeared in the doorway, and, with
traces of excitement in his manner, exclaimed :
"Run and get your satchel, old boy. Make haste now,
as I think we can catch a train on the New York Central
that will put us in Riverside by its connections at least
an hour before the other roads. The captain knows of
it, also, and we are liable to have him as a fellow passenger. Oh! if I only knew of some way to detain him!"
While Harold was getting his luggage in order, he
pondered over his friend's last words, and tried to con-
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jure up some plan to prevent Orth from leaving on their
train.
But he could think of nothing, so, after bidding his
friends good-by, he joined Carey in front of his quarters.
A stage conveyed them down to the ferry landing, where
they found the captain already waiting.
The latter favored them with a scowl, and then withdrew to a secluded part of the boat, from which he did
not emerge until they had reached the opposite shore.
"I guess this will be a tight race to the very door of that
old skinflint's house,'' whispered Conrad, while they were
boarding the train. "I confess I cannot think of any
scheme to detain that scoundrel."
"As it wouldn't do to use bodily force, I suppose we'll
have to trust to luck in getting the fastest horse in Riverside," replied Hughes, thoughtfully . "If we should manage to reach old Orth's residence first, we had better barricade the house, as the captain won't let anything stop
him."

CHAPTER XXXV.
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"Well, if we once get inside before him, I'll wager he
will have a hard time seeing his brother," replied Carey,
grimly. "From the tone of the detective's telegram, I
think he has old Orth frightened almost into a confess).on, but, as he says, the captain may stop it all."
"There is one thing I have just thought of," remarked
Harold, suddenly, lowering his voice. "Before reaching
the station in Riverside, the train runs through one of
the outlying streets, and passes within several blocks of
Orth's place. It is compelled to move slowly, so why
wouldn't it be a good idea to jump off, and beat the captain in that manner?"
"Just the thing," instantly replied Carey. "We'll
surely try it."
During the remainder of the trip, they kept a close
watch over Orth. He sent divers telegrams from towns
along the road, but that did not bother the lieutenant, as
he knew his detective would prevent the messages reaching their destination.
It was apparent the captain was also keeping an eye on
the enemy, but when the train at last reached the outskirts
of Riverside, he was seen to walk out on the front platform of the head coach, with the evident intention of
leaving at the first opportunity.
"He is perfectly welcome to," chuckled Harold, when
he saw the move. "By that time, I hope we will be in
possession of the house."

A Startlin g Interrup tion.

219

"And the old fellow's confession," added Conrad,
heartily. "Well, isn't it about time we jump? The train
seems to be running slow enough."
The sun had set some hours before, but the night was
not too dark for them to see objects quite plainly, so when
Harold gave the word they reached the ground in safety.
"Come this way," exclaime d the lad, darting down a
side street. He was closely followed by the lieutenan t,
and, after a few moments of rapid walking, they arrived
in front of a large two-stor y dwelling, setting back in the
yard.
Not a light was visible at any of the windows . It appeared as if the building was unoccupi ed, but a loud
knock at the door speedily brought a response.
"Who is it?" called out a gruff voice.
"That's my man," whispere d Carey, then he replied:
"It's Conrad. Quick! open the door!"
A rattling of bolts was heard, and then the oaken portal
flew back, revealing a shrewd-f aced man of middle age.
He held a candle in one hand, which he shaded with the
other, while looking at them. His glance was keen, and
a certain air of quiet determin ation about him caused Harold to instantly see that he was not to be trifled with.
"So it's you, Mr. Conrad? " he said, beckonin g them inside. "Well, I am glad you are here at last; it has been
an awful job to keep that old scoundre l properly tuned up.
Where is the captain? "
"At the depot by this time," replied Carey, significantly.
The detective gave a slight start. Then stepping out
on the stoop, he whistled softly. Hughes and the lieutenant heard a rustling in the bushes a few feet from the
walk, and a couple of men slipped into view.
"He is in town," called out the detective, in a low voice.
"Keep your eye peeled, and on no account let him gain
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entrance to the house. If necessary, knock him down; I
will see that you escape punishmen t. Now be careful, as
all depends on you."
After giving these instruction s, he hurriedly closed the
door and bade Hughes and Carey follow him.
"Orth is locked in a back room at the top of the house,"
he explained, while ascending the stairs. "I have succeeded in sending all the servants away for the night, so
we have a clear field before us. As you know, I hold thl!
position of general factotum here, and even the boss himself is afraid to move, if I don't give my consent."
"What about a lawyer?" asked Conrad. "I couldn't
obtain one, because we had to leave the train before it
reached the station."
"Oh, I have fixed that all right. There are two men
inside the house now, hidden away in one of the rooms.
One of them is a notary public of this place. Now, what
we want to do is to get old Orth's signature to a document I have prepared. So far he has refused utterly, saying that he wants to see his late partner's son first."
"Well, he will soon be gratified," spoke up Harold,
grimly.
By this time the little party had arrived at the upper
floor. Halting before a door, the detective cautiously unlocked it and walked in, followed by his two companio ns.
Seated at a table in the center of the room, with his
head bowed, was an old man, whom Harold instantly
recognized as the captain's miserly brother.
The noise made by their entrance caused him to glance
up. On seeing Hughes, he tottered to his feet and retreated to a corner, as if in mortal fear. The officer
stepped forward and said, in a calm voice:
"This is your partner's son, sir. He has come at your
)
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bidding. Will you now do an act of justice and restore
to him that which you stole from the widow and orphan?"
"\Vho says I stole anything from widows?" feebly re··
plied the old man, glancing at his questioner cunningly.
The detective turned to Carey and asked:
"Did he not confess to you that he had forged orders
and altered his books so that he could claim ,illl the money
due Mr. Hughes in the business?"
"That is just what he told me when I worked in his
house as an alleged clerk," quickly replied the lieutenant.
Then, with a rapid movement, he slipped a pair of false
whiskers on his chin, and confronted the old miser.
Orth started back in mingled terror and surprise.
"This is a plot-a base scheme to defraud me of my
hard-earned money!" he screeched, moving toward the
door. "I'll have you all arrested. If my brother was
here, . he would settle you."
"You will wait a long time for Captain Orth," exclaimed Carey, trying a new plan to frighten the old
scoundrel. "Your cowardly brother is already in the
hands of the law, and aid from him is impossible."
"Yes, and you will soon follow him," added the detective, sternly. "I do not intend to trifle with you any longer. If you won't sign a confession willingly, and restore to this lad that which rightly belongs to him, I'll see
what effect the inside of a prison cell will have."
While speaking, the shrewd officer had intercepted
Orth's attempt to leave the room, and, beckoning to his
companions, prepared to retire.
The old miser again retreated to his corner and stood
watching their movements with growing terror. Just as
they started to pass through the door, he called out:
"Will you promise to save me from punishment?"
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"I'll try my best to," replied the detective. "And t
think I can succeed if you restore everything."
"But it will ruin me," wailed Orth, wringing his hands.
"You lie, and you know it !" exclaimed Conrad, contemptuously. "You have plenty of your own to live
upon without needing the property of others."
"Come! Are you going to make restitution or not?"
demanded the detective, impatiently. "I will not wait
much longer."
"Where is the paper?" sullenly asked Orth, sitting
down at the table.
The officer produced a document from his pocket, and
whispered to Carey to call in a couple of men he would
find in the hall outside.
The lieutenant gladly obeyed. Opening the door, he
stepped out, quickly returning with two gentlemen, who
had evidently been expecting the summons.
One of them immediately took a seat next to Orth, and
handed him a pen. The old miser nervously scrawled
his name, and, just as he finished the last stroke, steps
sounded in the hall and the door flew open, revealing Captain Orth.

CHA PTE R XXX VI.
CONC LUSIO N.

For one brief mom ent the occu pants of the little
room
!'tared at the intru der in overw helm ing surpr
ise, then,
with an inart icula te cry, the old mise r made a
sudd en grab
at the pape r he had just signe d.
But he was a second too late.
As if antic ipati ng the move, Haro ld jump ed towa
rd the
table, and just as the scou ndrel 's hand s reach
ed for it, the
lad picke d it up and stood on the defensive.
"Giv e it to me!" screa med Orth , tryin g to wres
t it from
Hug hes' grasp .
Then , findi ng the effort unsuccessful, he turne
d towa rd
his broth er, and moan ed:
"The y have forced me to sign a confession,
John , and
it will put both of us into priso n. Mak e them
give it up."
"Wh at have you done, you houn d !" grow led
the captain, hoarsely, his face flush ing and palin g
alternately.
"Wh at confession have you signe d?"
Before the mise r could reply, Conr ad spok e up,
sayin g,
firml y:
"You r broth er has done an act of justice,
and made
restit ution of prop erty stole n by both of you
from the
moth er of my prote ge, Haro ld Hugh es. It has
been witnessed by a lawful notar y public, and you cann
ot recall
it."
Thos e watc hing the capta in saw him stagg
er as if
struc k a mort al blow. Then he spran g forw
ard, and be-
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all place our names at the bottom of this portion as witnesses, and to-morrow I'll file it with the authorities."
"In the meantime, I think I will file these with the authorities also," chuckled the detective, pointing toward
his prisoners. "They will be more safe in the county
jail."
From then on until he left the house, Captain Orth remained silent, but just as the detective bade him get into
the carriage waiting in front of the house, he turned to
Carey and growled:
"There will be a day of reckoning between us yet, my
good friend."
"You don't say?" drawled the lieutenant, calmly.
"Well, when you get out about ten years hence, just look
me up and we'll talk about it."
After this little conversation, the Orths were driven to
the sheriff's office, and placed under restraint.
Carey Conrad rewarded the notary and his companion
for their trouble, and told them to be in readiness to appear at the trial. As for the detective's men, the lieutenant first rebuked them for permitting the captain to enter,
through their carelessness, and then bade them call the
following day for their pay.
"Now, Harold, I'll accompany you to your mother's
for a moment, and then take a sleep," he remarked to his
young friend, as they left the house.
We will pass over the interview with Hughes' gentle
parent, leaving our readers to form their own idea of the
rejoicing in the little cottage that night. It is hardly
necessary to say that Carey Conrad had the best room in
the house and that neither Harold or his mother could
do enough for their most welcome guest.
During the course of the following week, both the captain and his brother were tried for forgery and grand lar~
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ceny, and the jury instantly returned a verdict of guilty
without leaving their seats.
The authorities at Washington had dismissed the former from the army on receiving word of the affair, so
when the judge pronounced a sentence of several years in
the penitentiary he was immediately locked up for his
term of service.
The old miser, his brother, was given the benefit of his
confession, and escaped with a few months.
When the trial had been completed, and the lawyers
paid, Harold found that he and his mother were worth
quite a respectable sum-amply sufficient to place the old
lady beyond want for the rest of her days, and also start
him in business if he so desired.
It is needless to say that he spurned the idea, and returned to West Point with his faithful friend, at the expiration of the ten days, to resume his studies.
Before doing so, however, he compelled the lieutenant
to render an account of all he had paid out in the successful attempt to bring the Orths to justice, and paid him in
full, despite Carey's strenuous objection.
The detective was not forgotten, either, and when he
left Riverside he carried a snug little check for services
rendered.
Ralph Orth deserted from the academy several days before Harold returned, and disappeared from the ken of all
concerned in him.
Dick Barrett followed shortly after, and there is little
doubt but what their kindred spirits attracted them to
each other before many days, possibly to embark in
schemes hardly conducive to the public welfare.
During the time between his return to West Point and
the day of graduation, our hero applied himself to his
studies, rising successively from non-commissioned officer.

Conclusion.
to th.! captaincy of his company, and then cadet-colonelr
finally leaving the grand old academy a full-fledged sec·
ond lieutenant in the cavalry, his company commander
being none other than his old friend, Captain Carey Conrad.
Both Kirby Chambers and George West completed
their course with honor, and then joined Western regiments, where they still remain, gentlemen, officers and
right good fellows.
And now a parting word to those lads whose ambition
may be to become one of the gray-coated cadets in our
military school at West Point:
If you succeed in passing the strict mental and physical examination, enter the gates of the old academy with
the firm resolution that you will obey your superiors·,
treat your comrades with honesty and kindliness, and be
a man in all things. Then will you pass forth a gallant
officer and a gentleman to where, in the dim future, honor
and glory await you in the noble profession of arms.

THE END.

